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1 Ont, ye 


Riegut Honow RABLE 


FuLwarR CRAVEN, 


Lord Craven, Baron of Hamp- 
STEAD MARSHALL. 


My Lorp, 


BEG Leave to put the following Porms 
| under the Protection of your Lordfhip; 
as the Perfon for whom the deceafed Author 
had the jufteft Veneration and Refpect ; 
and to whom He himfelf would have chofen 
to infcribe his Writings as a Memorial of 
the Friendfhip with which your Lordfhip 
condefcended to honour Him. He often 
reflected with Pleafure on the unfhaken In- 
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( iv ) 
tegrity and unbiafs’d Patriotifm of your 
Lordthip ;_ who with a matchlefs Singularity 
has maintain’d the glorious Independence 
of a Truly Briti/h Nobleman, in an Age 
of univerfal Venality and Corruption.; Nor 
was He lefs charm’d with the ftri@ Juftice, 
and Oeconomy, that Conftancy in Friend- 
fhip, and that Affability and Benevolence 
which adorn your Lordfhip’s private Life. 
That you may long continue an Ornament 
and Support to your Country which wants 
your Example, is the moft fincere Wi of, 


My Lorp, 


Your Lorpsuip’s 
Moft Obliged, 
and Moft 


Obedient Servant, 


J. WarRTON. 


LL "HE Right Honourable the Lady Anne Aéton. 
Sir Richard Atkyns, Bart. 
John Abdy, £7; | | 


Mifs Abdy. 


SUBSCRIBERS. 


A. 


Mifi Charlotte Abdy. 


Mrs. Adams. 
Mzfs Adams. 


Mzifs Betty Adams. 


Mr. Auften, of St. John’s College Oxford. 

Majter Francis Annefley, of Bucklebury, Berks, 

Majter Arthur Annefley, of Bucklebury, Berks. 

Mrs. Cat, Arden, 

Mi/s Arden. 

Rev. Mr. John Acton, Reéfor of Walton upon the 
Hill, Surrey. 

Mrs. Alcroft, of Mitcham 77 Surtey. 

Rev. Mr. Alcock, of Trotton zz Suffex. 

~——-— Addington, M, D. of Reading, Berks. 

Rev, Mr. Brian Allott, of Lanefbourgh, Yorkthire, 


of Chefhire. 
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B, 


SUBSCRIBERS, 


B. 


The Rt. Hon. the Lady Bingley. 

William Bowyear, E/q; 

Rev. Mr. Bigg, of Worting, Hants. 6 Books. 

Mrs, Banifter. 

Mr. Robert. Burgefs, of AllSouls College, Oxford. 

Mr. Walter Bartlet, of Univerfity College, Oxford. 

Mr. George Baker, of Oriel College, Oxford. 

Edward Blake, 4. M. Fellow of Oriel College, Ox- 
ford. 

Edward Bentham, B. D. Fellow of Oriel College, 
Oxford, | " 

Mr. George Barnes, Com’. of Oriel College, Oxford. 

Charles Blackftone, LL.B. Fellow of New College, . 
Oxford. 

Mr. Blackftone, Fellow of All Souls College, Oxford. 

Rev. William Burrows, B. D. Fellow of St. John’s 
College, Cambridge. 

Mrs. Bayly, of Newington, Oxfordfhire. 

Nathaniel Booth, E/q; 

Mifs Barnes, of Soho. 

Rev. Mr. Brooke, of ‘Tong zz Yorkfhire. 

Rev. Mr. John Butler, Recfor of Wateringbury zn 
Kent. 

Mr. Samuel Barwick, of London. 

Mrs. Bourchier, of Chichefter. 

Mrs. Barton, of St. Andrews. .3 Books. 

John Bilderbeck, Eg; 

Mr. Baker. 

Mr, Bonnam. 
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SUBSCRIBERS, 


Thomas Beaumont, E/7; of Dalton zz Yorkshire. 

Samuel Burrows, Bi Mafter in Chancery. 2 Books. 

Mr. Bowle, Com” of Oriel College, Oxford. 

Mr. Rob. Bell, Gentleman Commoner of St. Mary’s 
Hall, Oxford. 


C, 


The Rt. Hon. the Lord Carteret. 

The Hon. Jofiah Child, E/g; 

—— Chapman, 4. M. Fellow of Trinity College, 
Oxford. 

—— Carne, 4.M. of Trinity College, Oxford. 

—— Camplyn, 4.14. of Queen’s College, Oxford. 

Mr. John Clerke. 

John Cooper, 4.1. Fellow of Oriel College, Oxford. 

Wathington Cotes, 4. iM. Fellow of Oriel College, 
Oxford. 

Arthur Culme, 4.4. Fellow of Baliol College, Ox- 
ford. 

Mr. Henry Corker, Commoner of Queen’s College, 
Oxford. 

——Crefield, 4. M. Fellow of Magdalen, Qlege, 
Oxford. 

Mr. Clarke. 

Charles Cole, E/g; 

Mr. John Carter, Clerk of the King’s Viétualling Of- 
fice in London, 

John Cookfon, of Wakefield, M.D. 

Mrs. Copeley, of Wakefield, Widow. 

JMrs. Henrietta Currer, 

Mr. Crowder. 


SUBSCRIBE RS. 


Mr. Chamberlain, of Skipton, Yorkfhire. 

Mr. Baylis Cafberd, of St. John’s College 2m Oxford. 
Mifs Chitty. 

Thomas Cowflad, Eg; 2 Books. 

John Cowfllad, £/4; 

Mr. Curtis, Stamford. 


D. 


The Rt. Hon. the Countefs of Dyfart. 

George Dodington, E/q; 

Mr. Tho. Dawfon, of Bafingftoke. 

Mi/s Eliz. Dalmon, of Bafingftoke. 

Mis Eliz. Dickens. 

Mz fs Kitty Dickens. 

Rev. Mr. Deane, Recor of Woolhampton, Berks. 

Rev. Mr. Jonathan Dennis, Fe//ow of Queen’s College, 
Oxford. 

Rev. Mr. Vho. Clarveato Dockwray, of Aldermatton, 
Berks. 

‘John Davenport, £/9; 

Mifs Sarah Duncombe, of Duncombe Park, York- 
{hire. 

Mi/s Barbara Duncombe, of Ditto. 

Mrs. Dotton. 

— — Dolliff, Eq; 

George Drake, 4. M. Fellow of Baliol College, Ox- 
ford. 

pase Davies, 4. B.. Fellow of Oriel College, Ox- 
ford. 

Mr. Dawkins, Gentleman Commoner of St. Mary’s 

. Hall, Oxford. 

—— Drake, 4.B. of St. John’s College, Oxford. 
fr. 


Sir John Evelyn, Bart. 

Rev. Mr. Evanfon, Prebend of Chichefter. 

Rev. Mr. William: Elliott, Reéfor of Hambleton, 
Surrey: 

Mr. Francis Elliot, of Godalming, Surrey. 

Mr. Evelyn. , 

Mrs, Evelyn. 

Robert Eton, 4..M. of Jefius College, Oxford, E/g; 
Beadle of Phyfick and Arts. 

Robert Edwards, 4; B. Fellow of Jefus College, Ox- 
ford. 

Walter Earle, 4. B. of Oriel College, Oxford. 
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The Hon. Mrs. Finch, of ‘Thryberg, Yorkthire. 


Mrs. Jane Fenay, of Wakefield. 

Mr. Benjamin Foxly. 

Mrs. —— 

John Frewin, 4. M. Fellow of OrielCollege, Ox- 
ford. 

Rev. Mr. Tho. Fell, of Winton College. 


Samuel Feake, E/g; 


G. 


The Rt. Hon. the Lady Dorothy Grey. 
The Hon. John Grey, E/4; 
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SUBSCRIBERS. 

Mr. Harpum Green, of Wakefield. i 

Rev. Jofeph Guibert, D. D. Reéfor of Caterham in 
Surrey. 

Mrs. Grubbe, of Mitcham in Surrey. 3 Books. 

Mrs. Girdler. 

Mr. Benjamin Goodifon, of Weftmintter. 

Mr. John Gill, of Sandall Magna, Yorkthire. 


Mr, Thomas Gill, of Wakefield, Yorkthire, Genz. 
Mifs Goddard. . 


Mrs. Grogan. 
Mr. Philip Garratt, of Bafingftoke, 
Abraham Gappar, 4. B. of Oriel College, Oxford. 


—— Geering, B.D. Fellow of Trinity College, Ox- 
ford. 2 Books. | 


Mr. Jonathan Gardner, 


H. 


The Rt. Hon. the Earl of Hertford. 

Rt. Hon. the Countefs of Hertford, 

Rt. Hon. the Lady Dowager Harcourt. 

Mrs, Hil. 

Richard Hale, Efq; 

Mr. John Huith, of Chichefter, Gent. 

Mr. George Huith, Town-Clerk of Portfmouth, 

Mr. ‘Thomas Hundethagen. | 

William Heberden, M. D. Fellow of St. John’s Co/- 
lege, Cambridge. 

Rev. George Holcombe, M4. of St. John’s Col- 
lege, Cambridge, : 

~ Mrs.Ha wley, 

Hugh Hayward, Ef; 

Chriftopher Hodgfon, of Wakefield, AZ D. 

Mi/s 


SuBSCRIBERS. 


Mifs Huggins, of Hants. 3 Books. 

Mis Hunidon, of Shirbourn, Hants. 

John Horfefall, £/9; of Mofs Houte in Craben, York- 
fhire. 2 Books. 

Rev. Mr. Arthur Hele. 

Mr. Charles Haddock, Commoner of Oriel College, 
Oxford. 

_— Hall, 4M. Fellow of Corpus Chritti College, 
Oxford. | 

Mr. Hall, Gentleman Commoner of Corpus Chrifti 
College. 

Mr. Philip Hawkins, Fellow of Pembroke College, 
Oxford. | 

Rev. Dr. Harris, Fellow of Winton College. 


I. 


Mrs. Ingram, of Knottingley 27 Yorkshire. 

Rev. Mr. Johnfon, Vicar of Whaley in Lancafhire. 

Rev. Mr. John Jones, Curate of Limpsfield zz Surrey. 

Rev. Charles Jenner, D. D. Reétor of Buckworth zz 
Huntingdonfhire. : 

Mr. johni{on. 

—— Joddrell, 4. M. Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford. 

Rev, Eufebius Itham, D. D. Reéfor of Lincoln College. 

Mrs. Johnion. 

Mrs. Barbara Johnfon. 

Mr. James, Bartholomew Clofe. 


K. 
The Hon. the Lady Kay, of Grange, in Yorkfhire. 


2 Books. 
a 4 Mrs. 


Mrs. Kain. 


Mr. Nathaniel Kemp, Sing con. 


» Fellow of St. John’s College, Oxford, 


Mp, Ke éline 


The Rt. Eon, the Count 
William Leeves, 
Mifs Le ethrellirar. 


Is; 
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6/5 of Londonderry. 
of Tortington, E/q; 


—— Leeves, E/q; of Torton zz Suffex. 


Mr, Harman Leece. 


~——— Lockwood, 4. B. Felloq 


John Robinfon Lytton, E/q; 


Mr. Leech, 


Sta aple’s Inn. 


Mr. Edward Lilly. 


Mr. Life. 
M. 
The Rt. Hon. the Lord Middleton. 
james h sl of Chichefter, Gent. 
Mrs: oa 
Mrs Mac Fe sis of Litchfield ftreet, St Anne’s, 
Mrs, Nlyers, of Mitcham 7m Surrey. 


Daniel Mer, Ee fq; of Suthamifted, Berks, .6 Books. 


Mr. Ma ifcn 


Mifs | Vou ia. 


3 Books. 
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SuBSCRIBERS. 


—-——= Mabbot, 4, M.of Pembroke College, Oxford, 
John Merrick, M. D. of Reading, Berks. 6 Books, 
Matthew Mills, £/g; 

William Myers, £/g; Mitcham, 


N. 


Rev. Mr.'Tho. Nevil, Miniffer of Lingfield in Surrey. 

George Noyes, of Andover zz Hants, E/q; 

Mr. John Nicholl, of Dyers Buildings zz Holborn. 

Rev. Mr. Cavendifh Nevill,’ of Cheet zz Yorkhhire. 
2, Books. 

Mi/s Anne Norman. 

Mi/s Mary Norman. 

Will. Nowell, 4. M. Fellow of Oriel College, Oxford. 

Rev. Mr. Newcome. 


QO, 


General Oglethorpe. 7 Books. 
Mrs. Oates, of Denbigh zz Yorkthire. 3 Books. 
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The Hon. Charles Powlett, Ey; 

The Hon, Mrs. Poyntz. 

George Pitt, of Struffieldfea, E/g; 

Mrs. Pitt. 

Thomas Pitt, E/g; 

Mz/s Pitt. 

William Pitcairne, E/@; 

Mrs, Catharine Parker, of Shipton z# Yorkthire: 
Rev. 


SUBSCRIBERS. 


Rev. Mr. George Pigott, Rector.of Chaldon #» Surrey. 

Rev. John Pearfall, M.A. of Pembroke College, Ox- 
ford. 

Mr. Hinkley Phipps, of London, 

Mrs. Parker, of Mitcham z Surrey. 

Mr. Anthony Pye, Gent. of Barnard’s Inn, Holborn, 

Mr. John Payne, of Milford zm Surrey, Gent. 

Rev. Mr, Peplar,: Archdeacon of Richmond zz York-. 
fhire. 

Mr. Puckeridge.. 4 Books. 

Mrs, Eliz. Powell, of Bafingftoke. 

Rev. Mr. Pearfon, of Pamber, Hants. 

Rev. Mr.Peck, Rector of Isfield, Hants. 

Mr, Pearfe, Commoner of Oriel College, Oxford. 3 

William Parker, 4.M/, Fellow of Baliol College, Ox- 
ford. 

Humphrey Parrott, B. D. Fellow of Oriel College, 
Oxford. 3 Books. 

—— Pinnell, 4. M. Fellow of Corpus Chrifti Col- 
lege, Oxford. | 

—— Peifly, 4. M. Fellow of Trinity College, Oxford. 

John Parfect, .4. B. of Oriel College, Oxford. 


R: 


Thomas Rutherforth, D. D. Fellow of St. John’s 
College, Cambridge. 2 Books. 

Mrs. Romer. 

Rev. Mr. Edward Pickering Rich, Recfor of Bagen- 
don, Gloucefterfhire. 

Mrs. Hannah Richardfon, of Skipton, Wzdow. 

Rev. Mr. Henry Richardfon, of'Fhornton, Yorkthire. 

Mrs. 


Su BSCRIBERS. 


Mrs. Richardfon, of Chichefter. 

Richard Richardfon, of Bierly, Yorkfhire, Ef; 
Mr. William Richardfon, of London, Gent. 
Mrs. Richardfon, of Bloomfbury. 3 Books. 
Mrs. Rudyerd, of Bafingftoke, Hants. 

Mifs Rookes, of Dewfbury in Yorkthire. -3 Books. 
Mrs. Frances Ruffell. 

Mrs. Eliz. Ruflell, of Bafingftoke, Widow. 
Mr. John Rogers, Attorney in Bafingftoke. 
Mr. John Ruffell, Town-Clerk of Bafingftoke. 
Rev. Dr. Ruffell, of Ath 7x Hampfhire. 

Mr. Lawrence Richard{on. 


S. 


The Rt. Hon. the Lady Georgina Spencer. 

Rt. Hon. Lady Sambroke. 

Sir John St. Aubyn, Bart. 

Sir Stukeley Shuckburgh, of Shuckburgh, Warwick- 
fhire. 12 Books. 

Peter Serle, E/q; 

Henry Smallman, E/q; 

Rev. Mr. Spackman, of Thackham, Berks. 

Mrs. Shipway, of Great Billing, Northamptonfhire. 

John Savile, Eg; of Methley zn Yorkthire. 

Mrs. Barbara Slingfby. 

—— Smith, of Heath, E/q; 

Mrs. Smith, of Heath. 

Mrs. Smith, of Wakefield, Widow. 

Mrs. Hannah Smith. 

Mrs. Sergifon, of Wakefield. 

Mrs. Sarah Smith. 

Mr. John Silvefter Smith, of Newland zz Yorkthire. 

4 Rev. 


SUBSCRIBERS. 

Rev. Mr, Sturdy, Vcar.of Ponteftact. zz Yorkthire. 

Rev. Mr. John’ Scott, Fellow of St. John’s College, 
Cambridge. 

Mr. Stead. 

h age Seyliard, E/g;. of Pendhill z# Surrey. 
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William Smith, Ej ; of Droxfcrd} Hants, 

Rev. Mr. William Smithy of Burnham Weltoate zz 
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John Sandford, 4..B. Fellow of All Souls College, 
Oxford 


Charles Stone, 4. B. Demi of Magdalen Collece, Ox- 
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Mr. Sandford, 4. B. of Trinity College, Oxford: 
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Rev. Mr. Stockwell. 
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Mrs. Stevens, at the Boarding-School at Salifbury. 
30 Books. 
Mz/s Hellen Stevens, 2 the Clofe at Salifbury. 
John Archer Shith, E/q; 
T. The. 
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Books. 
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Mr. John Walter. 
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Mr. Young, of Marlborough. 
Rev. Dr. Young, of Wellyn én Hertfordthire, 


Li 
Rev. Mr. Zouch, of Sandall Magna zz Yorkthire. 


AS 


ON 


SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


An EPISTLE ¢to Dr. Younc, 
upon his Poem on the Laft Day. 


OW let the 4¢hei/t tremble; Thou alone 


1 Canft bid hiscon{cious Heartthe Godheadown. 


Whom fhalt Thou not reform? O thou haft feen, 
How God defcends to judge the Souls of Men. 
Thou heard’ft the Sentence how the Guilty mourn, 


Driv’n out from Gop, and never muft return! 


B Yet 


[2] 


Yet more, behold ten thoufand Thunders fall, 


And fudden Vengeance wrap the flaming Ball: 


aes 


When Nature funk, when ev'ry Bolt was hurl’d, 
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Thou faw’ft the boundlefs Ruins of the World. 


When guilty Sodom felt the burning Rain, 
And Sulphur fell on the devoted Plain; 
The Patriarch thus the fiery Tempeft paft, 
With pious Horror view'd the defert Wafte ; 
The reftlefs Smoke ftill wav'd its Curls around, . 


For ever rifing from the glowing Ground. 


But tell me, Oh! what heav’nly Pleafure tell, 


To think fo greatly, and defcribe fo well! 


ba] 
How watt thou pleas’d the wond’rous Theme to try, 
And find the Thought of Man could rife fo high? 
Beyond this World the Labour to purfue, 


And open all Eternity to View? 


But thou art beft delighted to rehearfe 
Heav’n’s holy Diétates in exalted Verfe: 
O thou haft Pow’r the harden’d Heart to warm, 
To grieve, toraife, to terrify, to charm; 

To fix the Soul on Gop; to teach the Mind 

To know the Dignity of Human-kind ; 

By ftricter Rules well-govern’d Life to fcan, 
And prattife o’er the Angel in the Man. 


[4] 


An EPISTLE to Dr. Guipsons, 
a celebrated / Phyfician. 


“.O trace all-wondrous: Nature's latent Ways, 


To meet her Author in each various Maze, 
To eafe, to chear, to ftrengthen, to reftore, 

For this Gop granted firft the Healing Pow’r; 
Important Truft! to Thee fecurely giv’n, 
Preferving Man as Delegate of Heav’n. 
There are —= but all their AGions how unblett! 
Who deaf to Truth on Second Caufes reft ; 

And boldly carelefs of their Maker’s Will, 

Attempt, impoverifh, boaft, infure, and kill; 

Not fo haft Thou deny’d Almighty Power, 


Rut verft in Knowled ige own’{t a Gop the more; 


Hence 


[5] 


Hence is thy Patient fearlefs of the Grave, 


For Learning and Devotion join to fave: 


O Guibbons ! from whofe Prefence Death retreats, 
And on whofe Dictates Health obfequious waits, 
How art thou pleas’d, thro’ every crowded Street, 
The living Proofs of pious Care to meet ; 

Old Age forgetting its Decays to view, 


And Youth improv’d in all its Bloom by You. 


Thy Skill would make us on this World be fixt, 
But that thy Life reminds us of the next: 
Happy, yet loofe to all Engagements here, 
Refign’d to Gop, religioufly fevere ! 

Induftrious ev’n the meaneft to regard, 


Like Guardian Angels kind without Reward. 
B 3 Garth 


[oy 


Garth vainly ftrove to blaft thy rifing Fame, 
Which greater * Dryden confecrates to Fame ; 
Regardlefs Thou of either Mufe’s Lays, 


Nor ftung with Scorn, nor {tudious Thou of Praife. 


Yet deign to hear the Withes that I bring, 
Unus’d to flatter, and unfkill’d to fing, 
O live! thou public Bleffing to Mankind, 
In Thee may Galen’s Art and Age be join’d ; 
Late may thy Buft fome hallow’d Dome adorn, 


And thine own Oxford late her Patron mourn. 


"Tis juft that He who bids us ftay below, 
Should be Himfelf detain’d amidit Us too. 


* In his Tranflation of Perfus, and other Parts of his Works. 


MA M- 


ie 


MAMMON’s PLEA: 
ATALE 


—— Melius furto cunttatur © berens 
Ufque alium ex alio fpettando pravidet ithum 


Seepe illum ex longo—— 
Vide Hieronymi Scacchia Ludus. 


M feeming weak Acts by Contrivance 
are done, 


Thus at firft the Field’s left that the Day may be won. 
Old Turenne, to diforder the Foe would turn Tail, 
Make aFeint, fuffer Lofs, face about, and prevail. 
So Hermes at Chefs (fays a * Prelate of Fame) 
Thought the lofing a Man would be getting a Game. 


But to come to the Point. Old Parables tell 


A remarkable Inftance that happen’d in Hell: 


* Vida. 
B4 


(%] 


Grim Satan one Night us’d his Spirits like Slaves, 


On Pretence that in England they ferv’d him by 
Halves : 


ce 


Where's Mammon? I order you out from the Reft, 

“* Go, -tempt and fecure old- Sir Fobn-of the Welt: 

You have known better Things than beguiling in 
fo, Vain, 

So without Him ne’er think of returning again,” 


Well, away went the Fiend, and nine Days he was 


gone, 

Then came back to his Matter 3==~ but not with Sir 
Fobn : 

Satan, mad as he was but to think himflf fhamm’d, 


Roar’d, redden’d, {poke broken, thook, fweated, and 


damn’d, 


Poor 


Poor Mammon ftood up to be heard in his Place, 

And thus in plain Terms reprefented the Cafe: 

© Let it never be faid that you’ll hear but oneSide, 

“ Crimes fufpected are Crimes till the Criminal’s 
tty. 3 

«© T have ftay’d, and have let your Knight go; but 
“© the Fact is, 

«© A Parfon fecur’d both his Faith and his Pratice: 

“© Yet the Int’reft of all our good Friends here below 

‘* Js as well carry’d on, as the Sequel may fhow. 

“¢ ‘When Sir “ohn would not yield, his Attention to 
“* draw, 

£* T appear’d like an honeft Attorney at Law; 

‘* Then I multiply’d Vifits the more he grew ill, 

** Till, In Nomine Domini I made his Will. 


[ 10 ] 


** It was now the right Time my whole Scheme 
“ to perform, 


‘* So thus I addreft my Teftator in Form: 


€ 


“ Forafmuch as your Lands are in Charity giv’n, 
*© "To remain fo while you are rewarded in Heav’n, 
‘‘ Be this your chief Care, that the Poor be ne’er 
“© cheated, 
© Lord! by how many Ways good Defigns are de- 
“< feated ! 


"Tis a Comfort to me in this reprobate Age, 


or 


¢€ 


To fee Piety thus your Affection engage! 
Now Sir Fobn I aé&t always you know undifeuis’d, 


° Only beg you in Matters of Law be advis’d, 


eT he 


pr 
¢¢ The Conveyance is All—Gifts are loft by Degrees, 
«© Where the Donors devife their Eftates to Fe’ffees; 
“< Single Men may forget their own Deaths to fupply, 
« But a legal Town-Corporate never can die; 

‘“* Corporations ie Guardians, Truftees,and Directors, 
‘© Of Funds, and of Schools, and Alms-houfes, and 

SPeTRECtures % 


“© Now whereas you have fpecify'd thefe in your Will, 


wr 
no 


Are not large Bodies beft, large Defigns to fulfil? 


«© Should not Men of Authority manage your Lands? 


“~ 
nw 


Tis a Credit to leave one’s Affairs in fuch Hands ; 


x 
* 


Let your Gifts be on Magiftrates fettled in Truft, 


“ 
nv 


Thofe that punifh Injuftice can ne’er be unjuft : 


A 
A 


Their own Shops will be all Magazines for your 


€F 4 O0r, 


$ & 


‘ Trade and Charity Both may be further’d the more. 
“ Chufe 
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* Chufe a Town then whofe Juftices yearly-are 


‘© fworn; 
*¢ What d’ye think of the Place where your Honour 
“© was born? 
“* He approv’d, fign’d, and dy’d”—Here the Mo- 
natch of Hell 
Grinn’d a ghaftly, broad Smile, and. fwore—— Tis 
** all well 
“For inftead of one Knight, to our Share now will 
“S fall, 


** May’r, Aldermen, Burgeffes, Town-clerk, and All.” 


oe 


Re eel oh ok Be VE CH ON. tue 
An OD E. 


a; 
@) Beds of Daifies idly laid, 
The Willow waving o’er my Head, 

Now Morning on the bending Stem, 

Hangs the round, and glittering Gem, 
Lull'd by the Lapfe of yonder Spring, 

Of Nature’s various Charms I fing : 
Ambition, Pride, and Pomp adieu ! 

For what has ‘Foy to do with You ? 


II. 
Foy, rofe-lipt Dryad loves to dwell 


In funny Field, or moffy Cell, 


Delights 


ay ae 


Delights on echoing Hills to hear 


The Reaper’s Song, or lowing Steer ; 

Or view with tenfold Plenty fpread 

The crowded Corn-field, blooming Mead ; 

While Beauty, Health, and Innocence, 

Tranfport the Eye, the Soul, the Senfe. 
III. 

Not frefco’d Roofs, not Beds of State, 
Not Guards that round a Monarch wait, 
Not Crowds of Flatterers can {care 
From loftieft Courts intruding Care: 

Midft Odours, Splendors, Banquets, Wine, 
While-Minftrels found, while Tapers fhine, 
In Sable ftole fad Care will come, 


And darken the gay Drawing-room. 
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IV. 
Nymphs of the Groves, in green array’d, 

Conduct me to your thickeft Shade, 

Deep in sg Bofom of the Vale, 

Where haunts the lonefome Nightingale ; 

Where Contemplation, Maid divine, 

Leans againft fome aged Pine, 

Wrapt in ftedfaft Thought profound, 

Her Eyes fixt ftedfaft on the Ground. 


V. 
O Virtue’s Nurfe! retired Queen, 


By Saints alone and Hermits feen, 
Beyond vain Mortals’ Withes wife, 
Teach me S¢. Fames’s to defpife ; 

For what are crowded Courts, but Schools 


For Fops, or Hofpitals for Fools? 
“ | 
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/ 


Where Slaves and Madmen, Young and Old, 


Meet to adore fome €alf of Gold: 


‘Secqprmmmennenens Sr en eee ETC 


OF THE 
UNIVERSAL Love of PLEAsURE. 
Zo a FRIEND. 


LL human Race, from China to Peru, 


Pleafare, Noweee difguis’d by Art, purfue ’ 
In various Habits this fair Idol drefs, 

Yet ftill adore her, ftill her Power confefs ; 

She leads pale Hetmits to the moffy Cell, 

And to the Box the Fop-encircled Bellé ; 

The Shape of Bufinefs, nay of Virtue takes, 
Prefides alike o’er Aldermen and Rakes; 

Admirers boafts in every various Rank, 


Sends fome to Bagnios, others to the Bank ; 


Pees 


Now dwells in lofty Domes and trophy’d Halls, 
Now near dark Woods and pentive Water-falls ; 
One, as fhe prompts loves Hounds and foamy Steeds, 
And lonely One, byilnitea beh Taper reads: 
Who build or plan, or drefs with Finery {mit, 
Or rhyme and ftarve, felf-facrific’d to Wit; 
Who heap or fcatter Gold, the Grave, the Gay, 
Bend to this Monarch’s univerfal Sway. 
"Twas hence rough * Charles rufh’d forth to ruthlefs 

War, 
Hence rov’d to foreign Climes the Patriot-Czar ; 
Nor found more Blifs to civilize Mankind, 
Than Cynthia in her new-bought Chintz can find. 
What home-felt Joys in Curzo’s Bofom rife, 
Glow in his Cheeks, and fparkle in his Eyes? 

*® Of Sweden. 


C 


erg 


Is his Wife déad? Or’ have his Tenants found 


Large Heaps of bury’d;:Tréafure in his Ground? 
Alas!; yourguefs in vain; from Jndia brought, 


The Sage a, eurious Cockle-thell has'bought, 


‘Tis faid, the peevith Leshia lately fmil'd ; 
What had,her Sullennels,of; Soul beguil’d ? 
Some thought Succefs at Hazard charm’d her Mind, 
Or that,her favourite Footman had been. kind ; 
Or that her Dog or Parrot had been prais'd-—>= 


A new-invented Wath thefe Raptures rais‘d, 


To different Objects different Souls incline, 
One clips his Hedges; one feeks Whift and Wine; 
Rureha teeds,her Hens, and, daily churns ; 


Her Sifter fuch unpolith’d Creatures {corns : 


OIRO Sy Ca eR ae ee > 
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Her Mind is fill’d with Coaches, Cards, and Plate, 


Romance, Routes, Operas, Vapours, Chocolate, 


When bold Co/umbys took his vent'rous Way, 
On the rough Billows. of .an unknown $ea, 
Firft-found the curling Smoke from Hills arife, 
And Rocks return the Sailors joyful Cries ; 

Felt not the Chief fuch Raptures thrill his Soul, 
As Flavia, when the wins a doubtful Vole, 


You, Dectus, too, from common F railties free, 
A favourite Pleafure feel midft your Philofophy : 
For You, beyond the vulgar Joys of Senfe, 


Enjoy unlimited Benevolence! 


| 20 | 


To a certain Voluminous Scribler. 
ORBEAR the Public to abufe, 


With Treatife after Treatife ; 


Remember how poor Blackmore's Mule 


Dy’d of ‘a Diabetes.- 


Hp Neoske (aga Oe 
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AN 


TEN EVig © Co Ay TS Tt Oc 


TO A 


WaATER-NYMPH. 


| te R_ pearl-crown’d Nymph, whofe gufhing 
Torrent laves 

This marble Rock with hollow-tinkling Waves ; 

Who wont’ft in fecret Solitude to dwell, 

On coral Beds beneath thy Sapphire Cell ; 

Whofe Virgin-Pow'r can break the magic Charm, 

Whofe Look*the black Enchanter’s Hand difarm ; 

Whom Swains in neighb’ring Vales to fing delight, 

Kind Guardian of their Flocks from blafting Sprite ; 

Permit me, Goddefs, from thy filver Lake, 

With cooling Draught my glowing Thirft to flake! 


C 3 So, 
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So, when thou. bath’ft, may no rude Satyr’s Eye, 


From fome deep Brake thy naked Beauties {py : 
May no chill Blaft the ivied Oak invade, 


That o’er thy Cavern waves his folemn Shade. 


crap t. 


AN 
ELEGY ..o4.a4z.INEFANT. 


OME, Shepherds, ‘on this Grave your Flou- 
rets {pread, 

Hantonia’s Hope the little Alcon’s dead : 
[ faw ftern Death his cruel Mandate bring, 
And heard the Raven clap his fatal Wing; 
Thrice at dead Midnight fhriek’d the Ow! aloud, 
While dim then wav’d a vifionary Shroud. 
Hence in deep Grotts, and twilight Shades along 
The weeping Wood-nymphs figh a forrowing Song : 
The fad Napéans tear their golden Locks, 
Lone Eccho wand’ring on fequefter’d Rocks, 
By mournful Paufes fpeaks the pitying ‘Tale, 
“Alcon is dead-=—melament, each Hill and Dale!” —= 


C 4 So 
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So Myfa’s melancholy Mountains mourn’d, 


And Hy/as loft the Meads and Woods return’d : 
Slow crept A/canius with a plaintive Tone, 


In Confort murm’ring to Alcides’ Moan. 


Bring then meek. Daifies, and the Primrofe pale, 
The {fnow-clad Lilly of the Velvet Vale, 
The purple Violet’s Bell empearl’d with Dew, 
Cropt at cold Ev’ning, fit on Graves to ftrew : 
Be here no gaudy Pink, or Panfy gay, 
No Rofe, the Pride of Venus, and of May ; 
No full Carnation, deck’d with thoufand Dies, 
Like that embroider’d Bow that copes the Skies ; 


Thefe may fair Myra at her Bofom wear, 


Or mix them fragrant in her flowing Hair: 


[25] 
No fuch approach this fadly-folemn Scene, 
Or {potted Gold, or blended Blue with Green. 


Here caft your Off’rings down, the Turf to grace, 
And nine Times round his Grave full flowly pace! 
Yet fhould thefe Flow’rs, like A/con fhortliv’d, fade, 
Call the kind Red-breaft from his fecret Shade, 
With loaded Bill green Myrtle-fprigs to bring, 

And fondly hov’ring plaintive Dirges fing ; 


Or bid thofe Doves that o’er young Tas {fpread 
Freth Bays and Buds to fhield his beauteous Head, 
Hither with cooing Elegies repair ; 

This Babe’s as {prightly, innocent, and fair: 
And——but Fate call’d him to eternal Reft, 


A favouring Mufe had warm’d his little Breaft. 


Poor, 
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Poor, haplefs: Babe! yet art’ thow early | flown; 
The World’s vain Vice, unpraétis and unknown: 
The Frauds that lurk beneath a dimpled Smile, 
The oily Speech of panegyric Guile; 

The Atheift’s Scofts, the midnight Revels lewd, 
Mean Follies of the Beau, Coquette, and Prude; 
The Mifer’s Careto heap, the Heirs to‘fpend, 

The murder'd Brother, and the tréach’rous Friend’: 


2 


The Statefman’s Crafts, the good Man’s weary Toils, 
The Villain’s Triumphs, the ftern Tyrant’s Spoils : 
Far from thefe Cares, where Breafts feraphic glow, 


Thow calmly view’ft the noify Scenes below. 


So from fome lofty Rock beholds the Swain 


The ftormy Tumults of the fwelling’ Main ; 


ae ae Ure AM are oe 
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Here, o’er the foamy Floods the wild Winds fweep, 


There, finks the found’ring Vefiel in the Deep: 


He, while the.billowy Surge beneath him breaks, | 


In Safety liftens to the diftant Shrieks, 
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Sow 


A 


CH’ OCR irs: 


Tranflated from the Hecuba of Euripides. 


qT: 
S OFT, fouthern Gale, whofe whifp’ting Breath 
Skims lightly o’er the curling Wave, 
O whither, in this haplefs Bark, 


Wilt thou convey a weeping Slave? 


II. 
To Doria’s wood-invefted Land, 
Or Phthia’s Paftures hall I go, 
Where Father of Field-fat’ning Floods. 
Apidanus fhall hear my Woe? 


FIT NAY MOE CERRGUL AE ES TTL LET SE 
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Il. 
Or fent to Athens, fhall I weave 


In Tiffue Robes the Queen of War ; 
Her polifh’d Helm, and Gorgon-thield, 
Her foaming Steeds, and glitt’ring Car? 
IV. 
_ Or haply in the Piece fhall ftand 
The Titan’s Heav’n-defying Crew, 
Whom. Fove, his Prowefs to difplay, 
With angry livid Lightnings flew. 
V. 
O my loft Children, Parents, Friends! 
O. Ilion fmoking on the Plains! 


O my poor Self, whom foreign Hands 


Shall bind in curft, difgraceful Chains! 


Go F 


Hereafter in Enolifh Metre enfueth 
A Paraphrafe’on the Holie“Book 
entituled »Hevitious “Chap. Xt 
Verf.,..43,..&c.,, Fafhioned after 
the Maniere of Maifter Geoffery _ 
Chaucer “in his “Affemblie of 


EF ss fae 


Containing the shies of the fool Pro- 


 pibitions. 


fF feathred’ Foules, that fannie the ‘bickfom 


Are, 
Not All alike weare made for Foode to Men ; 
For, Thefe Thou fhalt not datidoeli God declare, 
Twice tenne Their Nombre, and their Flethe unclene: 
Fyrft the Great Eagle, “Byrde of feigned Jove, 
Which * Thebanes'worthippe,' and Diviners'love: 

« Vid. Natal. Com. de Mytholog. Lib. 2. Cap, de Jove. 


4 Vid; Diodor, Sicul. Lib, 1. 
! Next 


Next Offifrage; and’Ofpray, (Both 3’One kinde) 
Of Luxurie, and Rapine, Emblems mete, 
That haunte the’Shores, the choiceft Preye to finde, 
And braft the Bones, and {coope the Marrowe fwete: 
The Vulture, voidof Delicace, and Feare, 


Who fpareth not the pale dede Mari to tear : 


The tall-built Swann,, faire Type of Pride confefit; 
The Pelicane, whofe Sons are nurft >with Bloode,: - 
4 Forbidd to Mai)! She ftabbeth deep hir Breaft, 
Self Murtherefle-through Fondnefs to hir Brodde 
They too:that fatinge the thirftie: Wildes emong, 


The * Oftryches, unthoughtful of thir Yonge: 


The 
%-Vid. Patr: in loc. 4 Vid) paffim in Pentat. & in Ep. 
ad Heb. S The Night-Hawk is the Male Oftrich, accord- 


ing to Bochart, end the Owl the Female: Here‘ the Author: chufes'te 
put. both Sexes together. It is remarkable, that in the Hebrew Lan- 
guage 


[ 32 J 


The Raven ominous, (As Gentiles holde) 
What Time She croaketh hoarfely 4 Ja. Morte ; 
The Hawke, Aerial Hunter, {wift, and bolde, 
In Feates of Mifchief trayned for Difporte ; 
The vocale Cuckowe, of the Faulcon Race, 


Opfcene Intruder in hir Neighbor’s Place : 


The Owle demure, who loveth not the Lighte, 
(Ill Semblance She of Wifdome to the Greeke) 
The fmalleft Fouls dradd Foe, the Coward Kite, 
And the {till Herne, arrefting Fithes meeke; 
The glutton Cormorante, of fullen Moode: 
Regardyng no Diftinction in hir Foode. 


guage there are no particular Words to diftinguifh the Sexes of this 
Bird as-there are for the Male and Female Eagle and Raven, &c, 
The unnatural Quality here affign'd to the Oftrich, is very elegantly 
mention’d in Job, cap. 39. ver. 16. 


The 
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The ° Storke, whiche dwelleth on the Fir tree-topp, 
And trufteth that no Pow’er fhall Hir difmaye, 
As Kinges on thir high Stations place thir Hope, 

Nor wit that ’there be higher farr than Theye: 
The gay * Gier-Eagle, beautifull to ao ae 


_ Bearyng within a Savage Herte untrewe: 


The ° Ibis whome in Egypte J/rae/ found, 

Fell Byrd! That livyng Serpents con digeft ; 

The crefted Lapwynge, wailing fhrille Arounde, 
Sollicitouis, with noe Contentment bleft: 

Laft the foul ‘° Batt, of Byrde, and Beatt fyrft bredde, 


Flittyng, with littel leathren Sailes difpredde. 


6 Pfal, 104. 17. 7 Ecclef. 5. 8. ® Gypaetos 
is faid to partake of the Colours as well as the Qualities of the Eagle 
and Vulture. Vid. Gefner. 9 So called ascording to thé 
Vulg.Lat. But in our Eng. Bib. The Great Owl, 10 Arift z 
de Animal, Lib, 4. cap. 13. 


D To 
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To Her MAJESTY 


Queen CAROLINE, 


ON TE R 


ACCEeT OT tothe THRONE: 


Being the concluding Copy in the Oxford 
Colleétion upon that Occafion. 


f% N Englifh Mute thall clofe the folemn Scene, 


Duteous to celebrate An Engh{b Queen ; 
For fuch is She, who by Affection reigns, 

| And holds our willing Hearts in eafy Chains ; 
Whom partial Wales Their Patronefs would call, 
Tho’ to All equal, tho’ rever’d by All. 
Who makes the Mitred Prelacy her Care, 


To learned Wake (as late to Smalridge) dear: 


[35 4 
Yet fhines, on ev'ry meaneft SubjeG, bright, 


Chearfully bounteous—Like (Gop’s Gift) The Light: 


Tuee Holy Truth, Tuer decent Zeal fupports, 
Humble in Greatnefs, and devout in Courts ; 
Whofe faithful Heart not Roman Arts could gain, 


And Casar offer’d Half the Globe in vain. 


No fuch Refufal could Ei/a boatt 

When gay A/anzon on her wond’ring Coaft 

His Lathes {pread :——TIrrefolute fhe turn’d, 
(Not as when Mulciber Minerva {corn’d) 

Then faid (or feem’d to fay) with faint Difguile, 
I view all ios with untempted Eyes. 

Far more Sincere, more Pious to refute, 

More Prudent You, more Elegant to chufe! 


D2 O doubly 
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‘O doubly blefs'd! who, with Great Geor ge’s Heir, 


Heav'n’s richeft Gifts, Earth’s choiceft Joys may 
prove, 
Whilft (amiable in Majefty) You fhare 


One Hope, one Faith, one Happinels, one Love. 


anus well-pleas’d will turn his younger Face 
To view the future’Glories of your Race; 
Britannia happy, m each God-like Son, 
And Daughters ruling Nations, not our Own ; 
Extenfive Good! which You, with gen’rous Care, 
For This, for other Lands, and diftant Days prepare: 
Hence, glorious on Thy Se/f reflected thine 
The dawning Virtues of ‘Thy Num’rous Line, 
By by Example form’d, taught by TAy Skill divine. 
All Factions hence—(for All ¢by Worth confefs) 


The Queen, the Mother, and the Chri/tian blefs. 
| O 


O CAROLINE! for ev'ry Grace renown’d, 
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With Wit, with Judgment, and with Beauty crowa’d, 


Deign to accept This Tribute of my Praife,, 
Tho’ rude of Stile, and artlefs, be the Lays: 
Our youthful Bards, on Jfs’ Banks retir’d,, 
Unfeen in Courts, by Swains alone admir’d, 
(Such once was Addifon—whor You infpu’d. 
As yet but hear how Foreign Mujes pleafe,, 
With Spanifh Grandeur, or with Tu/can Eafe ; 
But, when the Living Languages they know,, 
(A Gift, which we to Royal Bounty owe) 
Each rifing Genius fhall more boldly foar, 
Sweetly difclofing Charms unknown before ; 


Our Athens then, more various in Her Songs, 


Like Fame, will praife Thee with a Hundred 


Tongues. 


So: 


Ler 


So the rough Agatés, in their native Mine, 
Or lay conceal'd, or only faintly thine, 
"Till fome kind Hand, diftinguithing their Worth, 
Calls all their Multitude of Beauties forth; 
Then Natute’s mimic Gens (improv'd by Art) 
{urprize, 


And Rocks, and Clouds, and Trees, in little Landfkips 


rife. 


oe ee 


ay hain sah ad tae 3 a A 


I, 
ie Sable clad, Urania come, 


DiGate a Pity-moving Lay, 
Such as may paint a dying Gop, 

And all his Wounds and Pangs difplay : 
What Time the blifsfal Saints above, 
Struck with his Suff’rings and his Love, 

Began to heave unufual Sighs ; 

Each Seraph tore his Palmy-crown, 
Each threw his Harp or Trumpet down, 
And Grief.a while vfurp’d the Skies. 
D4 
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ee II, 
ot But hark! Y hear triumphant Shouts, 
Of ‘fews that dare infult their Lord; 
At whofe Approach pale Sicknefs fled, 
Madnefs and Storms obey’d his Word: 
This gracious Benefactor fee, 
Stretch’d out in Anguith on the Tree! 
How deep the Traces of. the Scourge! 
Fis bending Head how pale! 
The Spear has gor’d his {nowy Side, 
His tender Feet the Nail! 


Il. 
Sudden the Graves their dreary Depths difclofe, 


Low, doleful Sounds run murm ring thro’ the Air; 
The fhrouded Bodies from the Charnels rofe, 


And gliding by, their trembling Kindred {care; 


Pat SNe ain. hn Coen ces ap bea 
as i - 
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The twifting Rocks their fulph’rous Beds difplay’d, 
Earth’s deep Foundations to the Center fhook ; 
The Sun was cover’d with a ten-fold Shade, 
Unable on Meffiah’s Pains to look ; 
Remoteft Lands the dreadful Portents felt, 
And, for a Time, in Wonder, Fear, and Darknefs 


dwelt. 
IV. 


Beneath, lo! Mary weeping ftands, 
In Tears moft pitifully fair, 

And beats the Breaft, where Chrz/? had hung, 
And tears her long difhevell’d Hair—— 

‘© ‘Where can I lay my mournful Head? 

‘¢ My Son, my King, my God is dead! 
“« To gloomy Deferts let me go, 

“« Among the horrid Rocks and Woods, 


‘* The Caves, and-penfive-falling Floods, 


** Indulging Solitude and Woe!” — 


And fhall not vile, ungrateful Man, 


Bear in thefe Griefs a wretched Part, 
Rollin the Duft, and beat his Face, 
Bleed in his Bowels, and his Heart? 
While ftern Repentance near him ftands, 
Pointing to Heav’n with meagre Hands! 
O let us weep, and humbly pray, 
That Faith no longer mourn, 
That Peace may raife her oliv’d Head, 
And Righteoufnefs return. 
Vi. 
Then Pride no more fhall fwell her purple Creft; 
Or mad Ambition kindle lawlefs Strife ; 
Pale Envy then {hall Jeave the torturid Breatt; 
And frowning Murder ‘break his reeking Knife ; 
Old 


[43] 
Old Avarice his Heaps of Gold forego, 
Sly Theft no more the Traveller beguile, 
Luft thall grow whiter than the new-fall’n Snow, 
And Rage be calm’d, and Malice learn to {miles 
Ev’n Satan’s Self fhall feel a heavier Chain, 
And gnath his Teeth, and thake his burning Spear 


in vain. 


VII. 


Alas! far other Scenes appear, 

Man ftill enflav’d to tenfold Guilt, 
Toft on from Vanity to Vice, 

Forgets his Saviour’s Blood was {pilt : 
Forgets he left the Realms of Day, 
Changing his glorious Robes for Clay : 

With inexpreffive Mercy fill’d, 

His Angels left, and Em’rald Throne, 
Deigning as Mortal to come down, 


To be defpis’d, forfaken, kill’d, 
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VIL. vA bd 


Yet there remains a dreadful Day, 
When, after Years in Follies {pent, 
This vain, fantaftic World fhall fall, 
With ev'ry melting Element. 
Methinks I hear the Angel—‘* Come— A 
*¢ This Trumpet calls ye to your Doom.” —~ 
The fimple Indian ftarts amaz’d, 
The Few now dreads the Rod, 
Curs’d is the Koran by the Tur, 
The Atheift owns a God. 
IX. 

Down rides Meffiah on the Wings of Wind, 
His fiery Sword of Juftice blazing round ; 
To Vengeance comes He, yet with Mercy kind, 
Satan and Death behind his Chariot bound. 


Ot urn 
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© turn we from the burning Sinner’s Pains, 

His agonizing Struggles, piercing Plaints ; 
And let us liften to the rapt’rous Strains, 

Sung by the Juft, the Seraphs, and the Saints : 
How for Mankind the filial Godhead bled, 


And proud Captivity an humbled Captive led! 
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The Eighth ODE of the Second 
Book of Horace. 


To BARINE. 
“Ey LLA fi Juris tibi pejerati 
Poena, Barine, nocuiffet unquam, 
Dente fi nigro fieres, vel uno 
Turpior Ungui, 


Crederem,—— 


2. —-==Sedtu, fimul obligafti 
Perfidum Votis Caput, enitefcis 


Pulchrior 


Lara 
Imitated. 


To Sir Ropert WALPOLE. 


1.6 F ever Juftice with her iron Hand, 
I Had dard to thruft thee from this groaning 
Land, 
Or on thy Front, t’ avenge a People’s Cry, 
Burnt the red Marks of fhamelefs Villany,; 
Or, as from righteous Faphet, cropt an Ear, 
Which, daily, fine-fpun Flatt'ry wont to hear ; 
Poor Britain might appeafe her Griefs, anddmile, 


And hope her Genius had ‘not left her Ile. 


2. But You-——the lef your Country you. befriend, 


The more the Courtier-mob before you bend: 


Each 
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al Pulchrior multo, Juvenumque prodis 


Publica Cura. 


3- Expedit Matris Cineres opertos 
Fallere, &.toto taciturna Noétis 
Signa cum Ceelo, gelidaque Divos 


Morte carentes, 


4. Ridet hoc (inquam) Venus ipfa, rident F 
Simplices Nymphz, ferus & Cupido, 
Semper ardentes acuens Sagittas 
Cote Cruenta. 


2 5. Adde 


[49] 
Each vile Corruption lures em to your Purfe, 
As hungry Infeéts a corrupted Corfe ; 
While bowing Bards with panegyric Lays, 
Wipe off, or turn your Vicesto your Praife; |» , 
As if the Mufe, with all her, Pindus Stream,,._ 
Cou’d wafh a Negro white, or,clean your Name. 
a 

3. What tho’ you fwear your Country to redrefs, 
To fhield in War, to cherifh her in Peace ; 
None dare thy falfe, Ligurian Words believe, 
Who deem’ft it Depth of Wifdom to deceive. 


4. At this Corruption {miles with ghaftly Grin, 
Foretelling Triumphs to her Sifter Sin; 
Who, as with baneful Wings aloft the flies, 
_& This ruin’d Land be mine ”——-—exulting cries 5 


E Grim 
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5, Addé qudd Pubes ‘tibr crefcit omnis; © 
Servitus crefcit nova; nec‘ priores | 
Impiz teumydomine’ rélinquunt 


Sepe minati. 


6. Te fuis Matres metuunt. Juvencis, 


Te fenes parci, mifereeque nuper | | 


Virgines 


ee: SEITE ON GY MONEE hia PORDAS LTV ae ae ee 
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oes 
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Grim Tyranny attends her on ‘her Way; 
And whets his flaming Sword that thirfts to flay: 


s. How widely fpreads thy Pow’r! almighty 
Knight! 
Conqueft is furer when you bribe, than fight: 
No mote let Perfa hail het laurel'd Lord, 
Before a Sefteree what avails. Sword? 
Yet fure ’tis flrange veiit Slat will Slaves remain, 
Tho’ ten Times kick’d they came, they cringe again; 
As foolith Phedria ftill figh’d for his Whore, 
Tho’ the dear Jilt had thruft him from her Door. 


6. Striking her Breaft, what Tears hfs Virtue 
fhed, 
To fee plain Juftice, Truth, and Valour fled? 


E 2 Who 


[ 52 ] 


Virgines nupte, tua ne retardet 


Aura:Maritos. 


Te I Ce ii dig Sm 


Ld 


Who can relate her home-felt, Patriot-Pains, 
How much fhe fighs, how deeply fhe complains, 
That Britain bends to thy corruptive Pow’r, 


Debauch’d, like Dandie, with a golden Show’r? 


Carmen 
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Carmen in celeberrimi Gloveri 
-LEONIDAM. | 


: i OS animes illuftres, que jam per amepna 


vireta 
Elyfiii,. ad liquidos fontes divina piorum 
Concilia heroim celebratis, & horrida longé 
Tartara defpicitis, tetras caligine fedes; 
Lednida invicte; 8 Dithyrambi dia Juventus, 
Diomedonque, & vos vix tanti nominis umbre, 
Quz fimul 6b patriam cecidiftis yulnera ae ; 
Refpicite & ital qui veltris tanta triumphis 
Dona parat Mufarum, intaCtaque nomina verf{u 
AGnas in montes, Pindique cacumina duxit. 
Scilicet ille novus acies, nova caftra camoend 
Sufcipit audaci; en quantis late obftrepit arvis 


Agminibus 


Agminibus Xerxes, inftructoque undique campos 
Marte tenet, fpoliifque hoftes Orientis: onuftos 
Barbaricis,. variifque armis,: vafto ordine, pandit. . 
Contra Argiva Phalanx, haud magnis freta.catervis 
Sed propria virtute valentior, agmune pauce 

Obfidet Oetéis fauces; anguftaque circum, 

Caftra tenet; qua faxa altis. horrentia:fylvis. ‘> 
Defupeér, & fruéte nemofofa cacumina rupis 
Immanem obtendunt umbram ; dana per juga famnia 
(Preeruptas, fedes,) tranquilla filéntia laté 

Servat opaca quies, & amarites afpera Nymphe:. 
Aérii niontis fylveftria templa tuentur. 

Inftat ovans Xerxes, adverfaque prelia mifcet 

Sed quid tot gentes, quo tanta fuperbia belli! 

Quas ibi tune ferro ftrages, que funera fparfit 
Leonidas, clarifque infigniit arva tropzis! 


E 4 Viribus. 
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Viribus haud zquis, ‘haud ‘diis concurritur quis. 
Scilicet Hos ¢cingi monuit fulgentibus armis, 
Vox vigilis: patriz, angiiftitque invidta periclis 
Libertus acrem ‘incuffic per pectora faminam, 
Quin parvo'confueta ‘cohors vovére juventam ° 
Virtuti Martique: injeCta catena magiftti 
Hos feevi invitos peregrina ad prelia traxity: 
Et patria avulfit, ‘natifque & conjuge'dulci 
Pacatifque arvis, longoque errore cotgit 
Perque vices coeli varias, perque afpera Ponti, 
Haud ‘cedis cupidos, animifve hoftilibus aétos 
Regna ignota fequi, atque aliena laceffere bella, 


Vis tanta :imperii, nimiique licentia {ceptri! 


Qui-vero mentes arrectus percipit ardor 


Dum canit immemorem-Lethive horeye propinque 


Fervere 


Cras vitae. 07 Mane ee ny ni Fil 


Fervere Lednidam, certeque occurrere motti. 
Fortunaté Heros, cui candida’ fata dedertnt 
Pro patria periiffe tua! felicior ergo ~ 

Tu forti Ained, & cedet damnatus iniqua 
Sorte tibi Theteas, ipfoque Alcide tropza, 

Tu majora refers: utcunque domaverit anguem 
Ille ferum, & Nemea vaftum fub rupe leonem ; 
Olli haud pro patria licuit labente perire, 


Haud tant? tot Gefta, & duri mille labores. 


Vos pariterque uno devincti vulnere amoris, 
Ducitis antique tranquilla oblivia cure, 
Que jam frondenti per opaca cubilia myrto, 
Tu Teribaze ingens, Ariane que umbra fidelis, 
Refpicite & faltem, fecreta¢ fede, ‘poetam 


Profequitur cineres tanto qui munere veftras, 
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Qui manibus gratis tam pulchros {pargere. flores. 


(Trifte minifterium) veftram dignatur in urnam, "| 
Ipfe pias etiam exequias,' & ferta, patarem, 

Quin felix tumulus partoque infignis honore 

Haud ultra ornari. gettit, {tudiique recufat 

Dona fupervacui,. & levioris munera mute, 

At faltém liceat duram. mifere(cere. fortem. 


Amborum, & lacryma triftem donare favillam. 


Vos autem /Etei rupes, & grandia faxa, 
Et nemorum quacunque umbre juga lata coronant, 
Vos veteres pinus, & take fulmine quercus 
Cum Nymphis falvete! .& ty formido verendi 
Relligiofa loci, qua folo. in littore fecum 
Herotm (ut perhibent) fimulaera ingentia paftor . * 
Sepe fub obfcurum noétis volitare paveicit. 


2 
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Tu Glovere fimul, feu publica forte miniftras 
Munera, civiles agitans in pectore curas, 

Seu dulces numeros divinaque catmina pangas 
Mufarum fuavi per mentem inftin¢ctus amore, 
Tuque etiam falve! neque enim. fibi vendicat omnes 
Jam 1s Milto, fiquas ferat Anglia. Mater; 

Non Britonum folus frontem velafie corona 

Pieria, aut liquidam libaffe Aganippida jactat, 
Tanta utcunque lyra,primevi fata parentis, 


Tartaréafque domos fonet, & coeleftia Bella. 


whiney Aree 
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ASTROPHIL, to his SON, 
aged. Seven, Months. 


 T HOU! with whom I fondly fhare 


My: faithful Szella’s Love, fin Care, 
To thee ’tis Tigi to tumble o’er bibs 
Thy abfent Sire’s poetic Store, 
(With éager Hands thefe Lines to fee 
And tear, or lofe ’°em, as you pleafe, ) 
Thou too from Pedantry art free, 


And I can fafely fing to thee. 


What tho’ thy Age no Skill can boait, 

4 ) In one fmall Round of Follies loft 5 

Yet ev’n thy Toys, and Tears, and Strife, 

AG all the World in little Life. | 

3 ae Alike 


om 


Alike Man aims at all he can, ie 
And Imitation teaches Man: 
—But then has Man his Play-things too? — 
— Yes fure.—Amufements all allow, 

And are more ferious Fools—than thou. | | 
We differ, only in th’ Intent 


As idle—but lefs innocent. 


P Abi hed NeDo Ex, 


AN 


Imitationof SPENCER: 


Occaftoned by the Death of Mr. Witutam 
Levinz, of M. C, Oxon, Nov, 1706. 


« -To You alone. I fing this mournful Verfe— + 
“« Made nof to pleafe the living, but the Dead— 
- To You, whofe foft’n’d hearts it may empierfe 
* With Dolours—(if you covet It.to read— 

«© And if in You found pittie ever place, 

'* May You'be.mov'd to pittie fuch a cafe. 


SPENCER, 


ee 
GUN «<D7Hik 


De he A oe 


OF 
Mr..WILLIAM LEVINZ. 


Purpureos fpargam flores, animamque Philandri 
His faltém accumulem donis, 8 fungar inant 


Munere-————= Vir c. én. VI. 


(5 IVE me, ye weeping Nine, the fofteft Airs, 
Whilft I with you Phzlander’s Fate condole; 


Let Pity grace each fadly-pleafing Verle, 
And tender Words that thrill the melting Soul: 
Echo fhall kindly anfwer as I mourn, 


And _gently-wafted Sounds my doleful Plaints 


return. 


When 
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When rural Spencer fung, the liftning Swains 
Wou'd oft’ forget to feed the fleecy Throng ; 
The fleecy Throng, charm’d with the melting 
Strains, 
Fed not—but on the Mufick of his Song ; 
His Mul/e would in ling’ring Bubbles play, 


{ 


’Till his pleas’d Waters ftole unwillingly away. 


And cou'd my Verfe but with its Theme com- 
pare, 
Movingeas Spencer I my Grief woud tell; 
The ravith’d Bard fhon’d to Ehjium hear 
A fecond Colin mournea fecond Afrophel. 
My Lays fhou’d more than equal Glory boaft, 
And the fam’d Mulla be in fmoother Cherwell \oft. 


Cherwell J 
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Cherwell! blefs’d Stream while thy Philander liv’d! 
Where-e’er thy Waves if mazy Windings turn, 

Tell evry Stream of whom they are depriv’d, 
And bid ’em all in fobbing Murmurs mourn : 

Oft? on thy Banks he’d tell thy Praifes o’er, 

"Twas there I faw him laft——but oh! fhall fee no 


more. 


Look, faid the Youth, (as then he wond’ring ftood) 
How Cherwell’s Waves in dinted Dimples fmile! 
I joy to fee his amicable Flood 
With circling Arms embrace the happy Soil: 
How loth he feems thefe charming Shades to 
leave, 
That from his filver Urn a nobler Grace receive! — 


F 2 — But 
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<—But mute is now the Mufick of that Voice, 


That to th’ attentive Flood fuch Praifes gave!— 
"Mong Bones and Skulls the dear Philander lies, 

Cold, cold, and filent as the difmal Grave !— 
Mourn then, ye Youths, for ever mourn his Fate; 
Ye cannot grieve too long—but oh ye grieve too 


late! 


—~Look all around the Woods, and Plains, and 
Floods; | 
Do not ev’n they the mighty Lofs deplore? 
Lo Pleafure leaves the Floods, and Plains, and 
Woods! 
And penfive Birds now warble there no more; 
Bat pining Doves, and moaning Turtles coo, 
And Choirs of Swans make up the Harmony of 


Wor, Their 
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Their tuneful Sorrow ravifhes my Ear, 
While mourning Vegetables pleafe the Eyes 
The fick’ning Flow’rs their Heads but faintly rear, 
And droop beneath the dewy Tears, and die! 
Like them the Youth a thoufand Charms cou’d 
boaft, 
—But oh the Youth like them thofe fhort-liv'd 


Charms has loft ! 


Say, You his Friends, Companions of my Woe, 
Say what kind GentlenefS adorn’d his Mind? 

Tell me, can You fuch native Candour fhow ? 
And may we fill pitts Philander find? 

Vain Hope !—let all with gen’rous Shame confeis, 

None e’er excell’d you more—and yet cou’d know 


it lefs, 
F 3 Oft 
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Oft wou'd the Youth into himfelf defcend, 
And act at once the Confeflor and Saint; 
How pleas'd he'd {ee th’ examin’d Breaft un- 
ftain’d, 
And fay with modeft Joy I'm Innocent! 
Confed’rate Graces fpoke him Whole Divine, 


All beautiful: without, and {potlefs all within. 


And mutft fuch fair Perfeétion yield to Fate? 
Why was thy early Goodnefs ripe fo foon? 
Ye Pow’rs! let Virtue have a longer Date, 
Or fome prevailing Mufe to make it known: 
Oh! con’d thefe Lays proportion’d Praifes give, 
The lovely Youth fhou’d ftill in deathlefS Numbers 


live { 


Thoy 


tos 


Thou conftant Object of my lab’ring Thought! 
Tho’ thy dear Prefence cruel Death denies, 
Oft is thy Shade by kinder Morpheus brought, 
And oft by Fancy to my longing Eyes: 
Sometimes my Thoughts thy dying Gafps re- 
new, | 
Ev'n now methinks I mm all Death expos’d to 


View, 


I fee Philander on his Death-bed lain! 
What griping Pangs his tortur’d Heart corrode ! 
Look how refign’d he bears each fmarting Pain 
And inly eroaning invocates his God! 
How chang’d he looks! how afhy pale his Hue! 


I ne’er unwilling faw the lovely Youth ’till now! 


te A Are © 
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Are thofe the Arms with which we oft embrac’d? 
Thofe Hands, benumn’d, and cold, are'thofe like his? 
And his dear Lips, by conftant Learning grac’d, 
Say, did they tremble, and look wan as thefe?— 
—~Love might with Fear a doubtful Strife main- 
tain, 


But that my Griefs prefent a yet more difmal Scene. 


Behold! his Friends all croud around his Bed! 
Hark with what bitter Cries they o’er him moan! 


Look on their ftreaming Eyes! what Tears they 


fhed ! | 
Their Grief makes all his Miferies their. own ! 
And while this Pomp of Death Philander fees, 
The dying Youth by their’s perceives his Miferies, 


Now 


‘(pee 


Now his chill Face with eager Lips they kifs, 
Grafp his cold Hand, and take their laft Farewel!— 
How languifhing. they fix their Eyes on his! 
Their aking Sight cou’d there for ever dwell! 
Too well they know thofe parting baal are vain, 
And turn themfelves afide — yet needs muft look 


again; 


—But doubtful Mifts {wim hov’ring o’er his Eyes, 
That feebly round their hollow Orbits rowl ; 

Whilft in imperfect Groans and leff’ning Sighs, 
With pious Carelefinefs he yields his Soul ; 

His Soul unfetter’d hicks the Realms of Light, 

And to her native Heav’n fhe takes her tow’ring 


Flight.- 


is 
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But who can tell his weeping Mother’s Care? 
His Death in vain by filent Friends is hid, 


For confcious Tears the fatal Truth declare, 


And their expreflive Silence fays, He’s Dead! 


Her ftill-born Sorrow {peaks an inward Woe, 
Beyond what Sighs, or Tears, or Words unequal 


fhow. 


O ceafe, thou good Sophronia, \eft forlorn, 
For thy much-lov’d Philander weep no more; 
Thofe, who thy Son’s fad Fate cou'd Ade: mourn, 
Will ev’n his living Mother now deplore ; 
For when fuch Piety in Tears they view, 
Their foften’d Hearts muft grieve to fympathize 
with You. 


Look 


tes] 


Look on thy Daughter, beauteous in Diftrefs, 
Nor think while Szed/a lives Philander loft ; 

Oh! may kind Heav'n in Her your Griefs redrefs, 
And You in one a num’rous Bleffing boatt! 

May His redoubl’d Life to ngs return! 


And you in Stella {ee Philanders yet unborn! 
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I HIERONYMI FRACASTORII 
AD 


JOAN. BAPTISTAM TURRIANUM 
VERONENSEM. 


y AT TE, animos quando triftes curafque le- 


vare 
Mufa poteft, ego nunc fortem, cafufque fupremos 
Ipfe meos trifti folabor carmine tecum, 

Ft tecum dulces natos, quos funus acerbum 
Abftulit, eterna & pariter caligine texit, 

Conquerar: ut faltem tenebris & nocte. perenni, 

4 | Quantum opis eft noftre, miferorum nomina demam. 


Que potui, dum vita illos, aureque fovebant, 


Exhibui 


abe e 
TO 


BAPTISTA TURRIANO, 


FROM THE 
Latin of FRACASTORIUS: 
On the Death of his Sons. 


INCE with fweet Balm the Mufe alone can 
S heal 

Sad Sorrow’s Wound, and footh the troubled Mind, 
Liften a While my Baftus, nor refufe 

Her grateful Gift of grief-beguiling Verte ; 

Which to thy much-lov’d Sons, whom dreary Death 
Has wrap’d in Stygzan Shade, fhe weeping pays. 

At leaft her Song, if e’er her Song avail’d, 

From their fair Names may {natch the Veil of Night. 


E’er yet opprefs’d by Fate’s untimely Stroke 


_ My tender Care inform’d their helplefs Age ; 


This, 
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ies “ ow 


Exhibui genitorque, gubernatorque duorum 
Infelix, primas alter vix fingere voces, 

Alter adhuc teneris jam tum decerpere ab annis 
Prima rudimenta, atque omen prebere parenti. 


Quos ego (fed Zephyri {pes portavere paternas) 


Cenfueram, fi fata darent, quum pofceret tas 

Fortior, ad dulces tecum traducere Mufas 

Affiduos, citharamque humeris fafpendere ebur- 
nam. 

Inde ubi jam coelum, ac Solem, fulgentiaque aftra, 

Terramque, & liquidos ignes, equorque profundum 

Mirari inciperent, lati{que animalia campis, 

Te monftrante viam, te rerum arcana docente, 


Mens fuerat dulces Sophie deducere ad hortos, 


Hortos, quos ver perpetuum, quos aura Fayonii 


Semper 


‘Eat 


This, yet with lifping Accent {carce could frame 
Th’ imperfeét Word, while This in early Dawn 
Cropt the firft Flow’rs of Knowledge, and began 
To give glad Promife of a fertile Spring. 


If Fortune e’er had bleft my blooming Hopes 
When to firm Manhood grew their ripen’d Age, 
My Hand had led them to the mofiy Grotts, 

Of Cirrha’s Vale, their Father’s much-lov’d Haunts, 

And on their Shoulder hurig Euterpe’s Lute. 

Thence, when their foaring Minds had trac’d the 
Stars, 

The golden Sun, broad Deep, and dedal Globe, 

While thy fage Mind difclos’d the dubious Way ; 

To the fair Gardele of Philofophy 


Had bore them wond’ring, which eternal Spreng 


And mild Favonius feed with balmy Dews 


Of 
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Semper alit, femper ccelefti neGare pafcit. 


Hic tremulo, & longa confecto ztate parent! 
Purpureos legerent flores: {eniique levamen, 
Threicia canerent cithara, que plurima quondam 
Audiffent te populea meditante fab umbré, 
Divino mirantem Athefim dum carmine mulces, 


Et rerum canis & teneri primordia mundi. 


Fortunate fenex, fi natorum ore referri 
Fata finant, ut nata chao antiquiffima rerum 
Materies vifi correpta cupidine pulchri 
Arferit, atque Detim thalamo complexa jugarit 
Corpora prima: quibus difcordia nata hymenzis, 
Ft divifa locis, {uprema petiverit ignis 


Purior, & nitidis vicinus federit aftris: 


bad 
Of Nedétar; then to crop purpureal Flowers, 
Sweet Solace of their hoary Parent’s Age; 

Oft too to chear thy penfive Eve of Life 

Their fkilful Hands had ftrung the Thracian Lyre 
- To Notes like Thine, that on the daified Marge 
Of Athefis, beneath the Poplar Shade, 

They heard thee fing, of Nature’s infant Dawn, 
The wild Wave hufhing with thy magic Strain. 


Ohow thine Age, my much lov'd Friend, had {mild 
If e’er thou could’ft have heard thy Sons declare, 
How Matter firft from fhapelefs Chaés born 
With Beauty long’d to joyn; how Difcord rofe 
At-length.to Texture and to Shape confin’d:; 
How to th’ ethereal Vault the purer Fire 


Afpir'd, and.to the-ftarry Reign upflew, 
ae ‘While 
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Quem juxta per inane amplum fe’fuderit aér: 


Ima autem tellus vafto circum obruta ponto 
Conftiterit ; quam dudum hinc inde agitantibus undis 
Subfterni late campi, deformiaque arva 

Paullatim apparere fupra, & concrefcere montes 
Ceeperunt, procul & nudas oftendere cautes, 

Mox nemora, & virides undis mirantibus ornos. 
Montanis tum fpeluncis, & rupibus altis 


Exfiluere ude formofo corpore Nymphe, 


In viridi flavos ficcantes littore crines. 


O fortunatum nimium, fi Numina tantum 
Hec mihi fervaffent, fi non cafura dediffent. 
Verum aliter Lachefi vifum eft quo tempore primum 
Natorum ccepit producere fila duorum: 
Quippe auram miferis, & atin nofcere vitam, 


3 Spemque 


[837 
While Air diffulive fill’d the fpacious Void. 

How o’er the Globe a Defert wafte and wild 

Of Sea was roll’d, ’till from the watry Scene 

At length emerg’d broad Plains and oozy Fields, 

And high to Heav'n the Mountains heav’d their Backs 

Horrid with many a Cliff; while cloath’d in Green 

Tall Forefts from the wondering Waters role ; 

And from the rocky Caves and Caverns dank 

Sprung forth the Nymphs in naked Beauty bright, 

And dry’d their Treffes on the verdant Shore. 


O thrice had Fortune bleft my blifsful Life, 
If ne’er the Gods had cropt thefe blooming Hopes 
And kept them ftill inviolate; but Death 
Juft when they promis’d in the rifing Dawn 
Of Infancy fo fair a Spring of Flowers, 
G2 
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Spemque fui dederat prabere: alia omnia ventis 
Tradita, nocte atra & tenebris involverat Orci. 

Non licuit firmos.annis, viridefque juventa 
Infpicere, & care ad metam deducere vite. 

Nec potui votis, nec ope adjuviffe paterna 
Clamantes, fruftraque patris fuprema petentes 
Auxilia, & nota nequidquam voce vocantes. — 

Heu mortem invifam! quis te mihi, Paulle, Deorum 
Arripit, & miferum complexibus abftrahit iftis? 

Tu prior immiti correptus motte parentem 

Deferis, & dulces auras & lumina linquis. 

Quod te fi tali dederant fub lege futurum 

Fata mihi, non jam fuerat mceroris abunde? 

Non gemitus? quid me é€ tam multis patribus unum, 
Ceelicole, lacrimifque novis, & morte recenti 


Opprimitis, caroque etiam f{poliatis Iulo? 


Heu 
% 


L S50 
With baleful Breath forbad the Bud to bloom, 

And butied all beneath the difmal Shade 

Of Tartarus; nor could my anxious Care 

Lead them to glowing Youth, and Manhood firm, 
And fee them run the weary Length of Life. 

Nor could their Parent’s earneft Prayers or Art 
Save them, tho’ loud they call’d with moving Voice 
Els medicinal Aid!——O cruel Death, 

O fay what God, my Paulus, ftopt thy Breath, 
And tore thee ruthlefs from my cold Embrace? 
You firft dear Youth your weeping Father left 

No more to view the Beam of chearful Heav'n. 
Thy Fate alone had plung’d my lab’ring Soul 

In Woe too deep, then wherefore, heav’nly Pow’'rs, 
Add ye freth Caufe of Grief, and bid new Tears, 


New kindred Tears for {weet liilus flow ? 


Gis How 
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Heu miferande puer, quanto plena omnia lu@u 


Liquifti abfcedens! quem non vefana Deorum 

Incufavit inops, quum te complexa jacentem 

Afpiceret laniata comas & pectora mater? 

Ah mifera, ah male faufta parens, quid numina 
fletu 

Sollicitas? jacet ille, velut fuccifus aratro 

Flos tener, & fruftra non audit tanta gementem, ' 

Ah mifera, ah quid fublatum complexa moraris? : 

Ile tuus non jam eft. Vos illam in funere, matres 


3 


Collapfam accipite, exanimemaue reponite tedtis, 


At vos, infontes anime, cariffima nuper 
Pignora (quod mifero fupereft optare parenti) 
Semper avete mei, ut licuit; {emperque valete. 
Seu dulce Elyfium fun@tos, umbraque tenébunt 


Sanctorum 


[ Bad 
How thy mad Mother every God accus‘d, 

As o'er thy Coarfe reclin’d, her Hair fhe rent, 
And beat with pitylefs Hand her bleeding Breatt. 
O ceafe, fond Mother, to follicit thus 

The Gods with fruitlefs Cries! as the fair Flower 
Whom yet in infant Bloom the fhining Share 
Cuts from the Parent Glebe, Jié/us lies 

Deaf to thy loud Complaints; no more embrace 
His clay-cold Limbs with unavailing Arms! 
Ev’n now, fad Follower of his fable Herfe 

She faints—ye Matrons lift the drooping Dame, 


Roufe ftrugeling Life, and bear.to foft Repofe! 


Ye pure, unfpotted Shades! receive this Hail! 


This laft Adieu, Remembrance of my Love, 


And Friendfhip’s Pledge fincere!_where'er ye dwell, 


Whether ye wander in Eljian Vales, 
G4 


Or 
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Sanctorum nemorum, puro feu fidera ccelo, 


Ipfe ego vos femper lacrimis, vos carmine trifti 
Profequar, & veftris perfolvam jufta fepulchris : 
Donec me vobis tenuem conjunxerit umbram 


Summa dies, natis equat que fola parentes. 


Interea curas numeris, Mufaque levemus, 
Batte, animos: quando rerum mortalis origo eft, 
Scilicet & quondam veniet labentibus annis 
Illa dies, quum jam curvo fub vomere taurus 
Defudet, terramque gravis profcindat arator, 
Nune ubi cerulea roftris {pumantibus unde 
Sulcantur, verruntque cite freta longa ‘carine. 
Nec vos, 6 fiquidi fontes, #terna manebunt 
Secula, fe tanto quamvis pater efferat amne 
Eridanus, tumidufque fluat tot cornibus Hter. 
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Or triumph in the Star-befpangled Skies, 
Still grateful will IT pay the duteous Tear 
And Rite of. facred Song, nor yearly fail 


To crown with frefheft Wreaths your honour’d Urns. 


Mean time, my Battus, let the Mufe relieve 
Our Sorrow-lab’ring Breafts and footh our Cares ; 
Since All is frail and built on Mortal Bate. 

The Days will come, when at the tardy Plow 

The Steer fhall pant, and thro’ the ftubborn Mold 
The Share fhall pafs, where now the winged Bark 
Cleaves the blue Deep, and fkims the glaffy Plain. 
Nor thall the Fountains fam’d in ancient Song 


Still ftream exhauftlefs; tho’ the mighty Po 


Devolves fo full a Tide, and J/er laves 
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Quin etiam aérivmontes, mirabile diau, 


i ca ‘Faygetus, Syphilufque, jugo & Cymbotus opaco 
| Innumeras poft eftates, ac fecula longa, 
Senferunt feniumque fuum, fupremaque fata ; 

Ex quo materies thalamos, primofque hymenzos, 


Atque elementa novus fenfit difcordia mundus. 


[eon 
Unnumber’d Channels, with enormous Flood. 
The cloud-capt Mountains, proud Taygetus, 

Tall Sypilus, and crown'd with woody Cliffs 
Cymbotus, thro’ the Courfe of endlefs Years 
Haye from their deep Foundations felt the Force _ 
Of gradual Diffolution and Decay : 

Since Matter firft embrac’d the {miling Form 

Of Order, and the warring Elements 


Together rufh’d to form th’ emerging World. 


e (ANG iG 
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| To the Right Honourable 
{ 


GEeorGE DopincTon, E/g 


S late Irov’d by Lodon’s whifpering Stream, 

qT * ‘Studious to found in Verfe thy much-lov’d 
Name, 

Apollo came, and touch’d my trembling Ear——= 

“© 'To praife a Dodington, tafh Bard! forbear! 

“* What can thy wae and ill-tun’d Voice avail, 


“When on that Theme my Young and Thom/on 
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on 
MAY MORNING. 


To a LADY. 


W INTER no more the weeping Fields de- 
forms, 


Fours the deep Snow-drift, or defcends in Storms, 
But rural Mufic wakes the blithfome Spring, 

_ And every Wood invites to love and fing; 

See in yon’ Bow’r the Goddefs’ Self appears, 

A Rofe-bud Garland on her Locks fhe wears, 
And on her Wrift two cooing Turtles bears : 

| Join’d Hand in Hand attends her Sifter May, 
Simple, yet fair; and tho” not wanton, gay ; 
Behind a Train of Nymphs and Youths advance, 
- Touch the foft Lute, and join in fprightly Dance. 
Hither 
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Hither ye City- Nymphs and Belles repair, 
To fport in Freedom, and a purer Air! 
Safe may ye wander thro’ the cooling Wood, 
Or liften to the Birds and falling Flood: 
No Beau-Deceivers lurk among the Flocks, 
No ruffling Winds fhall diflocate your Locks ;_ % 
But Peace and Innocence true Pleafures yield, 


While new Vauxballs arife in every Field. 


But the light Herd of well-bred Dames difdain 
The calmer Pleafures of the painted Plain ; 
Gay Flavia hates a Mead and purling Rill 
More than a Church, Small-pox, or Mercer's Bill; 
*« For who, the cries, a London-Life would change, 


‘¢ Penfive in folitary Woods to range; 
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< "To walk without a Beau in fome:lone Vale, 
“© Nor Handel hear, but the fad Nightingale ; 
« Or fit at folemn Whitt by gloomy Fires, 


¢¢ With aukward Parfons, Juftices, and Squires?” — 


But bleft with ftrong, unfafhionableSente, 
“You relith rural Bate and Innocence: 

Can leave Ridotto’s for an ufeful Book; 

Or fit at Plain-work by a murm’ring: Brook: 
In ufeful Labours pafs each virtuous Day, 


Nor figh for Opera, Mafquerade or Play. 


What Joy to view from far the fweating Steer, 
The Blackbirds or the Milk-maids Song to hear ; 
Count budding Cowflips, or with Lambkins play, 
Sing with a Nymph, or with aShepherd ftray! 


Then 


toe 


Then caft thee weary on the painted Ground, 


Where Hazels caft a checquer’d Shade around ; 
While iffuing from a Bud a Bee fhall come, 


To blefs thy Slumbers with a drowfy Hum. 


But who cam fleep! ten thoufand, Joys combin’d, 
Employ the Smell, the Ear, the Eye, the Mind! 
Have youthful Poets dreamt of golden Days, 

When Fruits ambrofial ripen’d in their Lays, 
Did Honey-ftreams in liquid Numbers flow, 

In the rich Verfe fpontaneous Harvefts glow ? 
Soon imag’d Charms, and faint Defcription cloys, 
Fancy may paint, but Nature gives the Joys: 
Who taught the Nightingale her Neft to form, 


In ufeful Beauty, wonderful and warm? 
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(May no rough Ruftic violate the Boughs, 
Wherevhangs her little, moffy-circled Houfe) 

* Who fent the Dam to cull the choiceft Food, 
Now in the Foreft feeking now the Flood, 
And to the hungry Young with Hafte convey 
The Worm untafted, or the Infect-Prey : 
Who {well’d the Lilly with a pearly Dew, 
Who bad gay Earth her radiant Robe renew, 
The Stream in Concert with the Linnet run, 


And the World {mile beneath a warmer Sun? 


"Tis Nature’s Pow’r!—Thy all-benignant Hand 


Spreads every Joy, and bleffes every Land! 


Grant, gentle Goddefs, no corroding Care 


Tn rankling Chains our reftlefs Hearts en{nare ; 


H 


O while 
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O while around us all; is‘ Joy and Peace 


Let Sorrow die, let jarring Paflions ceafe ; 


So fhall Mankind Thy general Praifes fing, 


And in their Bofoms feel another Spring. 
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On a GENTLEMAN whofe Méifire/s 
had an tlt Breath. 


i Ss VERS ’tis faid are blind—but Tz7/is fhews, 
Thefé Sighers lofe.not Eyes alone, but Nofe; 


Go. doting Fool—a fragrant Favourite feek 
> 5S 5 > 


Nor Egypt-like, adore a naufeous Leek. 


[rae 7] 
best BAS aha Ie eS 


ON 


Henry the Eighth’s feizing the Ab- 
bey-Lands, and on Queen ANNE’S 
Augmentation of Livings. 


Ge HERE liv’d a Race to good Chariffa dear, 


Who rais’d a thoufand Domes devote to 
Pray’r; 
A thoufand mattin Choirs with White array’d, 
In tuneful Tributes all their Vows convey’d ; 
Then Charity was wont her Ifle to love, 
And oft for this to change the Realms above: 
But when the haplefs found fierce Rage begin, 


Where Force reform’d but by a pious Sin, 


ti 101 | 


When arm’d Devotion would the Prieft expel, 
And Royal Sacrilege was chriften’d Zeal, 
She view’d, fhe mourn’d, fhe fled her rifled Iile, 


While ravenous Henry gave a Loofe to Spoil. 


And now where Towers ftretch’d far their taper 
Shade, 


Where hallow’d Walls religious Pomp difplay’d, 


ound 


The folitary Traveller ftares around, 


Oft halts——oft deems he hears fome {creaming 
Sound, 

And treads with trembling Knees the confecrated | 
Ground. | 

For oft o’er Graves the Shepherd tends his Herd, 


And points where Saints and Martyrs lay interr’d 5 


H 3 Here 


‘And leafy Fig invefts each folemn Shrine, 
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Here in fill Deep of Night are Peafants {car'd, 

When the tall Ghofts ftalk flow with Steps un- 
heard, 

When moaning Cries the lonefome Ruins fill, 

So pitiful they howl! and thriek fo hollow fhrill! 

Thefe difmal Yells the Shepherds fhiv’ring hear, 

And feign bold Talk to chace the freezing Fear ; 

Bat when the Nod of fome much-injur’d Shade 

Sadly invites ’em with his beck’ning Head, 

They fly. They wonder at their Speed unknown, 

Glad that they fhun the Sprite—yet, haft’ning on, 

Oft look behind to view the Sprite they hun. 

Where holy Pilgrims wont to kneel and pray, 

Now browzing Goats, and lowing Oxen firay, 


+ 


O’er mould’ring Pillars creeps the blufhing Vine, 
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O’er venerable Virgins fculptur’d Heads, 

Nods horrid Thorn, and darkfome Elder {preads, * 
And with clofe Foliage o’er the pictur’d Walls, 
Time’s favourite Plant the mournful Ivy crawls ; 
Warning the Cock, no more the midnight Bell; 
Call’d the pale Sifters from the filent Cell,’ 

Whofe Lamps to blefs benighted Wand’rers Sight, 


Catt thro’ thick Windows a dim doubtful Light. 


Religion wept:—to fll fair Albion's Throne, 
Till gracious Heav'n fent bounteous Anna down ; 
Alike for Mercy and for War renown’d, 
She rais’d the drooping Priefthood from the Ground ; 
Stoop’d from her Throne to hear each mournful Sigh, 


With Thunder in her Hand, but Pity in her Eye; 


H 4 Queen 
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Queen of th’ AffiGed! form’d by Heav’n to mele, 


i \ Hi At every Woe diftreftful Virtue felt : 

Ai | Thy Name fhall laft with fretheft Laurels crown’d, 
Long as thy Churchil’s Sword fhall be-renown’d ; 
"Till Danube one to. tremble at thy Name, 


_ Forgetful of the Blood that ftain’d his fearful Stream.. 


VERSES 


{ arog 7] 
Vs 4 ee Pee 


Written after fecing Wmdtor Cafile. 


1%) ROM beauteous Windfor’s high and ftory’d 
Halls, 

Where Edward’s Chiefs ftart from sie slowing 

Walls, 

To my low Cott, from ivory Beds of; State, 

Pleas’d I return unenvious of the Great. 

So the Bee ranges o’er the vary’d Scenes : 

Of Corn, of Heaths, of Fallows, and of Greens, 

Pervades the Thicket, foars above the Hill, 

Or murmurs to the Meadows murm’ring Rill; 

Now haunts old hollow’d Oaks, deferted Cells, 

Now feeks the low Vale-Lilly’s filver Bells ; 
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Hil Sipsythe warm Fragrance of the Greenhoufe Bow’rs, 


And taftes the Myrtle and the Citron-flow’rs : 
J 5 


At length returning to the wonted Comb, 


Prefers to All bis little Straw-built Home. 


AGAINST 


Mere, # 


AGAINST. 


BaD. 


To a LADY. 


ve 
§ Y HY will Neera fondly deck 


With pearly Rows her polifh’d Neck; 
Why with the feathery Tippet hide, 
Her fwelling Bofom’s fpotles Pride? 
With genuine Beauties, all your own, 
You need not borrow Menus Zone. 
II. 

Whence all this fafhionable Care, 
To curl that lovely Length of Hair, 
Which Nature meant fhou’d flow profufe, 


In Ringlets beautifully loofe: 
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The ftudied Fopperies of Art 


ll No real Elegance impart. 
Hil, 

Mark, fair One, in its native Bed, 
How blooms the Cowflip’s velvet Head ; 
What lufcious Clufters load the Vines, 
Whole Growth no fkilful Hand confines ;_ 
How fweet the Lark and N ightingale 


Untaught and artlefs chagm the Vale. 


ON 


i ae ely 


W HY, ye Profufe, has Natute work’d in vain, 

To cloath with ufeful Woods Britannia’s 
Plain? 

Why the ftout Oak, great King of Forefts, made, 

The knotted Ewe, and Beech of folemn Shade? 

Why bends the Afh high-ruftling o’er the Hills, 

Why Poplars tall o’erhang the creeping Rills? 

My Lord contemptuous of his Country’s Groves, 

As foreign Fafhions foreign Trees-too loves : 

‘© Odious! upon.a Walnut-plank to dine! 

“© No—the red-vein’d Mohoggeny be minet 

‘© Rach Cheft and Chair around my Room that ftands, 

. Was fhip’d thro” dangerous Seas from diftant Lands: 


3 Death! 


[rte 


“Death! fhow’d your .Brizi/b Cloths my Limbs 


“ infold! 
“¢ How clumfily they fett when lac’d with Gold! , 
“For me rich Perfia’s Products crofs the Deep, 
‘““T.owe my Drefs to Silkworms, not to Sheep! 
‘© And fent to China the poor Sailor burns, 


“« To fetch me Cups, Bowls, Urinals and Urns,”—— 


While thus the Great to modith Trifles ftoop, 
Each Science forrows, all the Mufes droop; 
For thofe who moft fhould patronize the Mute, 
Negleét, or dread, or fetter, or abufe. 
Piéura hangs the Head, and fighing ftands; 
And drops.the ufelefs Pallet from her Hands; 
Sculpture that hop’d our lofty Halls to grace, 
With Raleigh’s, Bacon’s, Milton's, Newton's Face, 

3 (Names 


L tir | 


) Names that from Britons claim a loud Applaufe) 


Weeps, breaks her rufty Chiffel and withdraws. 


| The thoughtlefs Rich on rofy Beds tepofe, 

With downy-finger’d Sloth their Eyes to clofe; 

The Hand quite unemploy’d, and mute the Tongue, 
iLike idle Lutes in mufty Cafes hung: 

jMan grows fatigu’d with even Paths and plain, 
lLife {weeteft taftes diverfify’d with Pain; 

The Table-Diamond fhines not half fo bright, 

)As brilliant Angfes rich with varied Light. 

'Should Fortune frown, her Favourite’s Vifions ceafe, 
} His Soul ftarts confcious from the Bands of Eafe ; 
Adverfity to Aétion wakes his Worth, 


| 
) And gives each hidden Talent, Life and Birth. 


ete 
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: ; | | So when bleak Winter {trips the mournful Trees, 
| The Traveller, Towns, Temples, Villa’s fees, 

That in warm Spring invifible had {tood, 
Too deeply bofom’d in the branching Wood. 
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ON 
WOME N. 
I. 
TT HREE Talents to the Fair belong, 
Beauty, Cunning, and a Tongue; 
By which Men lofe thefe other Three, 
Reafon, Time, and Liberty : 
Great is th’ Advantage when their Pow’r they try, 
- In killing thofe that fill defire to die. 
Il. 
What triple Panoply, my Friend, 
From Beauty’s Darts can Souls defend ? 
Tho’ fullen Satan never lov’d, 


Yet this unlucky Truth he prov’d, 
I 
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| That Man by Woman might be manae’d beft, 


: | He ruin’d Eve, fo left to her the reft. 


IIL. 
Yet, partial Mufe, forbear to blame 


if j The Fair for this inereafitg Flame; 
| Fach Loyer is their eafy Prey, 

And thofe who will be Captives may ; _ 
The Lofs is fure that with Defire is fought, 
We.know the Snare, yet labour to be caught. 

IV. 

No Wonder then old M7co’s Breatt, 

At Sixty-five is {till poffeft ; 

Cupid ix Time grows paft Controul, 

Enthron’d within our inmoft Soul; 


For Love’sa Charm that ne’er-can; be undone, 


' While thus th’ Inchanted rafhly help it on. 
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6 palhonints ' sahtregs we 


| Written in a Grotto near Farnham 77 
Surry, ca/’d LupLow’s Cave. 


I. 
CO LOSE in this deep Retreat 
-“ O coolly let me fit, 
Shelter’d from the fultty Day! 
Sirius and Sol with burning Beams 
So ftrike the gafping Fields below, 
That not an Ox is heard to low, 
Or little Warbler from his Throat 
| To pour the fweetly-winding Note, 


I 2 
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| Ii II. 
Oc The Nymphs that keep this circling Wood, 


And beauteous Naiads of the neighb’ring Fi0dd, 
| With their Dew-dropping Hair, 
' ih A Oft to this unadorned Cave repair, 
To dance and trip it in a Round 
On the fmooth and hallow’d Ground ; 
And fay—-“* That Dzan’s Grott, and Thetis. Bow’rs, 


‘* Mauft yield in Coolnefs and in Shade to our’s.”— 


Ill. 
"Twas Here, as old Traditions tell, us 
A wither’d Witch was wont to dwell; 
The magic Mutterings of whofe Voice could call. . 
A thoufand Demons from their darkfome Hall, 
Bid hafte the wild Winds from their Northern Caves, 


Obfcure the Moon, and roufe the roaring Waves: 


Here 


[ 117: |; 
| Here Lup, retiring from fierce Battle came, 
| And from his Helmet quaff ‘a the cooling Stream ; 
| Leant on his Spear, ae d his foamy Steed, d 
| To pafture on the ae refrefhful Mead. 
Iv. 

Here what a folemh Silence reigns, 

Save the Tinklings of a Rill, 

That gufhing from the hollow Hill, | 

Penfive, as it runs, complains. 

But hark! methinks a Spirit fpeaks, 
A Voice from the ee a Caverns breaks ;-———= 


“© From the vain World learn, Mortal, to retire, 


“~ 
w~ 


With true Ambition to high Heav’n afpire; 


wr 


‘ Grandeur and Glory trifling Hearts trepan, 


El 


‘ Thefe Toys difdain, for Virtue makes the Man,’”— 


ia V. 
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Bi | V. 


| Let me therefore ever dwell, 
In this twilight, folemn Cell, 
| For mufing Melancholy made, 
Whofe Entrance renenble Oaks o’erfhade, 
And whofe Roof that lowly bends, 
With awful Gloom my ferious Thoughts befriends : 
Here let me dwell, 
*Till Death thall fay-——‘* Thy Cayern leave, 


<¢ Change it for a darker. Grave.” 


[r 119, | 
‘TO A 
LAR... dastiaee kD) 
On. his- MARRIAGE. 
| W HEWN Peleus wedded on Theffalia’s Plain, 
The filver-footed Regent of the Main, | 


The Gods came’ flocking to the Nuptial Feaft, 


| Each left his Nectar to be Peleus Gueft; 


“rove laid his Scepter and his ‘Thundets by, 

In Amber Clouds defcending from the Sky; 

While Yuzo fat all-blooming by his Side, 

With Charms like thofe which for the Apple vy’d; 

Next, gayly-dancing, ‘Hand in Hand there came, 

The Vine-crown’d Youth, and ~ Laughter-loving 
Dame ; 
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oil Nor abfent was the Trident-bearing God, 


| ela In Coral Chariot.o’er the Waves he rode, 

Bad the fierce Whirlwinds in their Caverns fleep, 
And Calmnefs {mile upon the glaffy Deep ; 

it Laft came, prepar’d the Bridal Joys to tell, 

Each green-rob’d Nereid with her chorded Shell 


A Band of heawnly Virtues, far more bright 
Than fabled Gods, to grace this Pair delight ; 


Faith, pure-ey'd Nymph in fnow-white Robes ar- 
ray d, 

} | Meck Mode/ly of every Eye afraid ; 

ie Honour with manly Front erect, appears, 

Aymen, = ever-blazing Torch who bears, 

And Love great;God of Raptures-—not the Boy 


Who blindly wont to favour guilty Joy, 


i rar | 


“But who ptefiding o’er chafte Marriage-Hours, 

_ All the fof Luxury, of Fondnefs pours, 
While no harfh Jars the hetual Blifs Pe otecel 

| But With meets With, and Soul ckmeni®'to Soul. 
Hail, ‘happy Pair! may. ne’er your Pleafures ceafe, 


May heart-felt Paffion with your Years increafe! 


Go, trifling Wits, infipidly deride 
The conftant Hufband, and the tender Bride; 
Rail at the real Blifs ye never knew, 


Grow impotent and rotten in a Stew. 
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} THE a ia dl 
SONG of JUDITH, 
Paraphras.d.. from. the Arocryea AR <5 


» EGIN the Song! to Gon the Timbrels ftrike, : 
B Tune a new Pfalm, and let *tebovab’s Name 
Dreadfully glorious, from the Chorus burft . 

In full harmonious Majefty of Praife! , 


The Warrior’s Prowe(s, and the Battle’s Rage 
Gop breaks and'withers; his almighty Airmj" 
Shield, of the Righteous, in black Midnight's Shade, 


In Safety led me thro’ furrounding Hofts. 


Affyria from the North her People pour’d 


Lords of the rugged Mountains; Armies fraught 
With 


| 
| 
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| ‘ 
| With Thoufands and ten Thoufands, as they pafs'd, 


— 


| Hid the high Hills, and ftopt the Torrent-Floods, 


Where are the Boafts of Vengeance, Spoils,.and 


Deaths} » | 
What-time they long’d to fee, my blooming Fields, 


Smoak under Volumes of the fierceft Flames 


In fad Illumination ; and to tear, 


The wondering Infant from the Mother’s Breaft 
Huth’d into foft Repote, and on the Stones 


Dath pitylefS: in yain they wifh’d to tread 


On mangled:Youths, from the fond Hufband’s Side» 


Snatch the young Bride, and mad with lawlefs Luft 
To make the violated Virgin fhriek : 
For lo! th’ almighty Lord in Glory thron’d, 


Girded with Strength, hath thewn his matchlefs Pow:r, 
A | 
And 


A 
4 
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And deign’d to fend a weak Vicegérent forth: 

To cruth their Infolence.. No youthful Hoft; 
Or towering Iztan's Sons, with brawny Arms, 
And Strength unquell'd, no Giant-Warrior ftrode / 
To the rough Combat, but a tender Maid © 
The foft-ey’d “fudith, with her beauteous Form”. *: 
O’ercame the rugged Hero, nor could Rage | 


Unmelted ftand the Lightning of her Eye! 


’T was then unmindful of her private Grief, 
When J/rae/ mourn’d, the Widow’s fable Garb 
She-caft away, and with the ¢hoiceft Oils 
Her Limbs anointed, call’d forth every Smile, 
And every latent Grace, in Order bound: ' 


The braided Ringlets of ‘her golden Hair, 


Deckt in the brighteft Robe her Form) and fhone 
| I 


1 
i] 
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| In all the Charms of Nature and of Art. 


How did the captivated Hero gaze 


| At every matchlef$ Feature, gaz’d and fighd 


By Turns, and. own’d that all his Soul was Love! 
That Inftant in her Hands the Faulchion grafp'd 
The female Warriour, and vigorous Stroke 
pote the haughty Satrap’s Head. The Mede 
At this aftonied ftood, the Perfian Bands 

In fearful Wonder afk ; What Gop unfeen 

Such Pow’r beftow’d, and fteel’d a Woman’s Heart. 
Not fo revenging I/rae/—ev'ry Child 

OF Sorrow ftarts into unufual Shouts 

Of Joy and Gratulation. §-4/fur bears 

The fearful ‘Tidings thro’ his weeping Camp, 
And trembles: But victorious J/rae/ cries, 


© Purfue, Purfue ? mThe Lord in Battle ftrong 


Nerv’d 
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Nerv’d every Atm, and ure’d the vigorous Hoft, 


Till fudden Death: o’ertook the Painim Bands 
Difcomfited and fal’n, and all the Plains 
Float with Effufions of Afjrian Blood. 


Hence will I praife my Gop! highsthron’d in 
Heav’n, 
Invincible in Strength and Pow’r; who faid, 
Let all Things be,—Land all Things were.—Whofé 
Touch 

‘The Mountains and the Waters fly ; whofe Breath 
Melts the hard Rock like Wax! yet ev’n this Gop 
So great and glorious, deigins to bend his Ear, 
To liftem to the meek Man’s Pray’r, and joins 


Mercy with Terror, Téndernefs with Pow’r. 
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What Off’rings can we pay to fuch aGop, 
What Incenfe can afcend to Heav’n, or Lamb 
Be worthily accepted! yet an Heart 
Pure and unfpotted will the Lord receive 


Well-pleas’d, and wrap it in eternal Peace. 


But Wo! to thofe who meditating Wrongs 
And Violence to J/rae/, flay her Sons 
Or fpoil her Lands: *ehbovab’s Self fhall come 
At the laft vengeful Judgment, and fhall fay 
Before his dread Tribunal—Hence to Hell 
Ye Grinders of my People, there to feel 
Th’ undying Worm, to gaa to tofs, to yell, 


Roll'd in a Deluge of falphureous Flame! 


¥, 
| 


ee 


fe wne8 


eh. 


P AcsRo Ast?) lite Ro aAvalsutle 
On the 65th Psaum, 


i O Thee, Yehovab, grateful-Sion fings, | 
Aid with thy Praieetyalioisiwaaieitel 
To Thee, from Heav’n O pitifully bow, 
Mankind prefers an univerfal Vow! 

The Snares of Sin againft my Soul prevail, 

A contrite Spirit let thy Mercy, heal! | 
Bleft is the fpotlefs Man who dwells with Rhee, 
The Treafures of thy Temple {hall he fee, 

Be wrapt in Blifs, and in thy sin Abode, 

Enjoy the fulleft Glories of his Gop. 

What Wonders fhall the Lord of Sabaoth fhew, 


The great Salvation of the World below! 
Who 
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Who with'his Strength the Lands:in Safety keeps, 
And all that fee his Wondersin the Deeps, 

Faft the Foundations of the Mountains'joins, 
And girds about with Pow’r his mighty Loios! 

He {peaks—the Tumults of the People-ceafe— 
He nods—the raging Ocean finks to Peace— 
Thy Tokens dart Amazement to the Soul, 
And all the Nations fear from Pole to Pole! 


Thee with a fiercer or a fainter Ray, 


The Morn and Evening praife; the Nightiand Day '!-— 


Gop from his copious Rivers Plenty pours, 
Cloaths the luxuriant Earth with balmy Flow’rs, 
Bathes in foft genial Dews the tender Root, 


And loads the gladfome Year with golden Fruit; 


K From 
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From vernal Skies abundant Bounty fends, 


ls A) And lufcious Fatnefs from his Clouds defcends ; 
Hence fragrant Greens the pathlefs Wild o’erfpread, 
For Toy the little Hills exalt their Head, 

‘ | i The.crowded Folds with num’rous Bleats refound, 


And the full Valleys laugh and fing and fhout around. 


STANZAS, 
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1 a 


Imitated from PSALM CXIX. 


I. 
wy AY, how (hall thoughtlefs, eafy-natur’d Youth, 


Be pure from all the Stains their Follies give? 
O let them learn the fober Law of Truth, 


Know thy Rewards, and anfwerably live. 


II. 
Full of this Hope I feek thee, deareft Lord, 


And left the Foe once more my Soul fhould win, 
Deep in my Heart I treafure up thy Word, 


A conftant Guard againft the Charms of Sin. 


K 2 Il. 
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, Ill, 
How am I pleas'd when Joy, and Faith, and Awe, 


Strive which fthall moft employ my various Tongue, 
That lovesto dwellon All thy wond’rous Law, 


{aa h | Guide of my Life, and Subject of my Song! 


| IV. 
Now rire 3 Pleafure, or the wealthy Eaft, 
May tempt dee ete never {hall remove, 
The lively Zea! that burns within my Breatft, 


Thy Name to honour, and thy Law to love. 


I. 
O tinkling Brooks, oteilight Shades, 
To defert Profpects, rough and rude, 

With youthful Rapture firtt I ran, 


Enamour’d of {weet Solitude. 


I. 
On Beauty next I wond ring gaz’d, 
Too foon my fupple Heart was caught ; 
An Eye, a Breaft, a Lip, a Shape, 
Was all I talk’d of, all I thought. 


ade 
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Ul. 
Next, by the fmiling Mufes led, 


On Pindus laurell’d Top I dream, 
Talk with old Bards, and liftening hear 


The Warbles of th’anchanting Stream. 


IV. 
Then, Harmony and Piéfure came 
Twin-nymphs my Senfe to entertain, 
By Turns my Eye, my Ear was caught, 


With Raphael’s Stroke and Handel’s Strain. 


vi 
At laft, fuch various Pleafures prov’d, 


All cloying, vain, unmanly found, 
Sweet for a Time as Morning-Dew, 


Yet Parents of fome painful Wound; 
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VI. Sh 
Humbly Iafk’d great Wt/dom's Aid 
To true Delight to lead my Feet ; 
When thus the Goddefs whifpering faid, 


* Virtue alone is Blifs compleat..” ii 


Writers 


[| 136: ] 


Written in a Ladys Watcu-Case. 


Ie. 
E pEauteous Machine! let Love thy Movements 


guide, 3 
Whilft envy’d thou thalt grace Aurelia’s Side! 
“Tis thine to pleafe each Hour—a Tafk how great ! 


Which Cupzd thus inftrués thee to compleat. - 


Il. 
When the Nymph kindly moutns her Shepherd 
gone, 
_ Whirl all thy little Wheels, and urge then fwiftly on: 
The Nymph deceiv’d with thy officious Hate, 
Shall {mile to fee that Time can fly fo faft. 


III, 
But at the Swain’s Return O flack thy Pace, 


And flowly linger round thy figur’d Race: 
| I She 
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‘She ne’er can deem too fhort' the Shepherd’s Stay, 


When, like great ‘fano, thou thalt lengthen out the 
Day. 
IV. 
So mayft Thou footh her Woes, her Joys improve, 
| Thy felf directed by the God of Love; 
| And Beaux and Belles with Wonder fhall declare, 
| That Cupid nicks with nicer Art than Quare. 


As unfufpected, as unfeen. 
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ON A 


BEAUTY with ill Qualities, 
geri 3 | 
M ISTAKEN Nature here has join’d 
. A beauteous Face and ugly Mind; 
In vain the faultlefs Features {trike, 
When Soul and Body are unlike ; 


Pity, thofe fnowy Breafts fhould hide, 


Deceit, and Avarice, and Pride. 


II. 


So in rich Jars from China brought, 
With glowing Colours gayly wrought, 
Oft-times the fubtle Spider dwells, 
With fecret Venom bloated fwells, 


Weaves all his fatal Nets within, 
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AN 


AMERICAN LOVE-ODE. 


| Taken from the SecondV olumme of Montagne’s 
Effays. 


I. 
S TAY, ftay, thou lovely, fearful Snake, 
| Nor hide thee in yon darkfome Brake : 
But, let me oft thy Charms review, 
Thy glittering Scales, and golden Hue; 
From thefe a Chaplet fhall be wove, 


To grace the Youth I deareft love. 


I]. 


Then Ages hence, when thou no more, 


Shalt creep along the funny Shore, 


eS 
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Thy copy’d Beauties fhall be feen ; 
Thy Red and Azure mix’d with Green 


> 


In mimic Folds thou halt difplay :-—— 


Stay, lovely, fearful Adder ftay. 


[ rar. | 
‘TRH E 


1 Second FPODE of HOR ‘Ate 


imitated. 


H A PP x thie Man who free from Cares and 
Strife, i 

(Such was the calm primeval State of Life) 

Securely ploughs his Fields and ancient Seat, 

Fix’d in th’ Indulgence of propitious Fate: 

Him nor loud Trumpet’s Clangors roufe to Aare 

Nor the fierce Deep’s tempeftuous Rage alarms ; 

He fhuns the Bar, the Pride and empty State 

That gilds the glittering Palace of the Great. 

Now, pleafing Toil, the wanton-wreathing Vines 

In foft Embraces to the Poplar joins ? 

To prune his barren Boughs his .Hand employs 

Or diftant-bleating Herds with filent Joys 
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His ravifht Eye contemplates, wand’ring wide 


On a green Valley’s wood-incircled Side. 

From his preft Combs fat Streams ambrofial flow, 
While fleecy Flocks their ufeful Pride beftow. 
When ripe Avtumnus blushes in the Fields, 
Crown’d with the Fruits his own Luxuriance yields, 
What Joys he feels to pluck the pendant Pear, 
Nurft with his own kind Hand’s affiduous Care! 
Or purple, livid Grapes, the fweet Reward 

Of old Sylvanus, i; gay Garden’s Guard: 
Beneath yon’ Oak’s impenetrable Shade, 

On Mantle green of the Mofaic Mead, 

His languid Limbs ms fhelters from the Heat, 
While Nightingales their lufcious Lays repeat : 


And the fhrill Brook in Nature’s Concert flows, 


That courts and lulls the Soul to foft Repofe : 
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But when the Rage of Tyrant-Winter low’rs 
Big with tumultuous Winds, and frozen Show’rs, 
|. He rufhes to the Chace with {prightly Hounds, 
While the fierce Boar his Spear impetuous Wounds ; 
Or careful fpreads his Net, delufive Lure, 
The greedy Thruth unheedful to fecure: 
Or captivates the Crane, or timorous Hares, 
Or Engines for the Felon-Fox prepares. 
Thefe mild Amufements calm the troubled Breaft, 
Parents of Mirth and Health, Content and Reft. 
Mean while her deftin’d Part the Wife employs, 
Wreath’d in th’ Embraces of her blooming Boys ; 
Chafte asa Sabine, or Aptulian Dame; 
She wraps afpiring Piles in chearful Flame; 
With fondling Smiles receives her weary Spoufe, 
Yor whom the fpread her Feafts, and deck’d her 
Houle: Then 


Dmg |] 


Then milky Streams'ftom {welling Dugs are roll’d 
That Herds.afford within ‘th’ incitcling: Fold; 
From fragrant Cafks rich Wines profufely flow; 
And with domeftic Cheer an eafy Feaft beftow, 
Nor me the Turbott op the Scarr delight, 

Nor Oyfters, fair Lucrina’s Pride, invite, 
Whom Winter’s Fury ‘to: Italia’s Main 

Drives loudly: thund’ring on the ftormy Plain ; 
Nor the plump Partridge, foft voluptuous ‘Bait, 
Or Quails that {well the Bahquets of the Great, 
Than turgid Olives: moré/allure my: Tafte, 
Whole Boughs with ‘fat Profufion bend opprett ; 
Or loofening Mallows’ falutary Juice, 

Or Sorrel {weet, that lowly Meads produce, 

Or refcued from the Wolf a play-full Lamb; 
(Tho’ much I grieve to hear the plaintive Dam.) 


Amidift 
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Amidft this Luxury, what fweet Delight 


To watch the joyful Flocks Return at Night! 

To fee the weary Oxen’s lowing Train, ~ 

Whofe languid Necks th’ inverted Plow fuftain, 
“And Swains that’fwarm around the glofly Hearth, 


In Innocence of Joy and rural Mgrth. 


NHS rs > 
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A 


PARAPHRASE 


ON his 


13th ODE 6f thé 3d Bobx of 
HIORACE: 


Addrefs d to Mi/s Oglethorpes. 1705. 


Ss 


I. 


W HILE Sol. with thee, dear Fountain, 


plays, 
O ftay and liften to thy Praife! 


Then ftealing foft with filver Flight, 
Outfhine the polifh’d Cryftal’s beamy Light. 
II. 
Yon’ funny Mountain’s richeft Wine, 


Shall mix his noble Juice with thine, 
; Each 
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Each Bowl fhall with thofe Flow’rs be crown'd 


Whofe Bloffoms blow thy beauteous Banks around, 


iif. 
The young Kid too that Flavia loves, 


That harmlefs o’er her Grotto roves, 
That.Kid which her fair Fingers feed, 
A {fpotlefs Victim to thy Stream fhall bleed. 


IV. 
His budding Horns in Shoots appear, 


The Promifes of Love and War, 
In vain! the Wanton’s glowing Blood 


’ With purple Streaks fhall marble all the Flood. 


V. 
Thy Coolnefs chears the wither’d Plain, 


And Sirius burns the Field in vain ; 


L, 2 | When 
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When Beafts in Moans, expreffive, grieve, 


Thy frigid Waves the pining Herds relieve. 


VI. 
Lambs dance around thy bubbling Urn, . 


And whiter from thy Flood return, 
‘Fhere Birds their feathery Beauties fee, 


And fing and drefs their painted Plumes by Thee. 


VI. 
Look, how this Oak, itfelf a Grove, 


Lifts high his hundred Arms above; 
How thick the tufted Mofs below, © 


Thro’ which thy prattling Waters fall and flow! 


Vil. 
O Nymphs, tho’ I unequal fing, 


Yet thus adorn’d this humble Spring, 
With nobleft Fountains ranks its Name, 


While You reign each a Naiad of the Stream. 


[ 149 | 
A 


FRAGMENT of a SaTIRE. 


_ H ALL effenc’d Coxcombs who from Toilettes 
come, © 

Strut, and fqueak Nonfenfe in the Drawing-room, 

Sagacious Critics of a Knot or Fan, 

Soft Sporus’s, faint Images of Man, 

All form’d of Nature’s tend’reft, Porcelain Stuff, 

Their {nowy Fingers fhelter’d by the Muff, 

Heroes for Sonnets, but unfit for Fights, 

Herds of emafculated Sydarztes, 

Shall painted Infects, bufy buzzing Things, 

In Armies rife and Favour gain from Kings? 

While wounded Veterans obfcurely mourn, 

And Seer fees Lawrels from*his Temples torn? 


L 3 
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O courtly Atticus, my Warmth you blame, 
Unconfcious of the glowing Patriot’s Flame: 
I feel, I feel, its kindling Raptures row, 

From Pleafures and from Bufinefs fteal my Soul, 
And while it ftrongly in my Bofom beats, 

No more I rove collecting claffic Sweets, 

Nor warlike Homer’s well-fought Battles warm, 
Nor Fairy Forefts of wild Spenjer ce ; 

No more I weep while awful Tragedy 

Like Sophocles array’d comes ftalking by, 
(Leading ill-fated Ona the Blind, 

Or the lame * Wretch in defert drear confin’d) 


Nor in mild Maro’s Groves and Grotts rejoice, 


Nor Doric ++ Shepherd's fweetly-fimple Voice, 


* Philodetes. + Thescritus. 
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No more conyey’d by Pindar’s rapid Song, 

I fee great Theron’s Car victorious whirl along, 
Nor crown’d with Grapes with gay Anacreon laid 
Beneath a Plantane praife fome beauteous Maid, 
But oft refounding in my trembling Ear, 


Methinks my Country’s dying Groans I hear. 


Rife, Satire, rife ; tis finful to be mute: 
The Mufe fhould whirl a Dart, not tune a Lutes 
Gigantic Vice, beyond huge Tityws’ Size, 
Enormous Growth! o’er half Britannia lies 3 
O let my Satire on its Vitals feaft, | 


Like the fierce Eagle on that Tityus’ Breaft! 


Yet Oh! what Hero Folly can confound ? 


The dull, lethargic Villain feels no Wound; 


L 4 Culprits, 
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Culprits, like poifonous Adders deaf, we find: 


In Bifeay’s Bay who chides the raging Wind? 

Such callous Hearts to no Impreffion yield, 

All-guarded with Corruption’s feven-fold Shield 3 

Unftung by Shame, and refolute in Ill; 

Vice is a Python Phebus ne’er can kill: 

Heedlefs of Satire, Sin perfifts to reign, 

As Curfews bid us leave our Fires fn vain; 

Poets, and Setting-Dogs,one Tafk employs, 

Each points at Knaves or Birds, but ne'er &- 
Sires; 

What tho’ you eee complain, and rail, and 
write, 

The mad, luxurious Town fins on for Spite. 

Could Bozleau to reform a Nation hope? 


A Sodom can’t be mended by a Pope. 


fo) 
fo 


| Still Britons (Juftice, Freedom, Confcience fold) 


To cleanfe th’ Augéan Stable tho’ you toil, 
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Still Virtue yields to"* Hetdegger and + Hoyle ; 


Own the fupreme Omnipotence of Gold. 


* The firft of thefe Gentlemen was the Introducer and Manager 
of Mafquerades in this Kingdom, to the great and irreparable De- 
pravation of Engli/h Morals. 

+ And the latter by writing upon the Game of /Vi/t, ina Ma- 
thematical and Scientifical Method, (than which nothing could be 
more pompoufly abfurd) extremely promoted the deftructive Pra- 
Gife of Gaming. 


Carmen 
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Carmen Paraphrafticum in EccLeE- 
SIASTICI Caput XLIUU™, 


Ny Edaleam Mundi Molem qua condidit Arte 


Omnipotens, Rerumque inftruxit divite culta! 
Quantus mane nova Sol Carcere miffus Edo 

Emicat,. & leti pandit.per cerula Celi 

Putpureum Jubar, & pallentes difcutit Umbras! 

Per matutino canentia Rore Vireta 
Continuo Pecudum faltat lafciva Propago, 


Et liquido Volucres Jaté Nemora avia mulcent 


Concenti, ridetque infueto Lumine Tellus. 


At fumma Cceli cum Sol dominatur in Arce, 
Non ultra videas letari Armenta per Herbas 


Arentes; Sylvz filucre; & languidus Ait 


Antta petit viridi Paftor ftillantia Mufco. 


Quin 
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Quin cum tantus Honos, cum tanta Potentia Soli 
eft, 

| Vi aide viget Deus, & graviore fuperbit 

| Numine, qui Solem pofuit, juflitque perennem 

| Ire redire Viam per Cceli immania Templa. 

Ile etiam Lunam nitida Face juffit obire 
Noéturnas vigilem Excubias, fidamque Labores 
Maluit Mieiics certum renovare per Orbem, 
Non illd fignum Ccelo formofius alto 
Sufpicitur, circum pandant utcunque Cohortes, 
Fulgentes Stellarum Exercitus Ordine vafto, 


Et Luce effufa cceleftia conferat Arva. 


Afpice quo puras fubtexit Lumine Nubes, 
Obliquo ftringens humentia Prata Nitore 


Vefpere 
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Vefpere fub verno, centumque Coloribus ardet 
Purpureus Jovis Arcus, & amplo amplectitur Orbe 
FEtheréos Tradtus, atque obfidet undique Caelum ! 
Scilicet ipfe Deus tanto Curvamine juffit 


Effundi, ingentique Manti per Concaya flexit. 


Quis potis eft dignum pollenti Peétore Carmen 
Condere pro Rerum Majeftate, hifque Seehtis 
Quifve valet Verbis tanttm ut laudare “febovam 
Pro Meritis tentet >—Quis Coelorum intima vidit 
Qua Solio radiante nitet Deus? infinitum 
Pingere qui poffet Numen Sermonis Egeftas 


Humani, mortalis Cithareque infraéta Loquela ° 
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A 


Taken from the 


Second Volume of Sir William Temple's 


MISCELLANIES. 


ARGUMENT. 

Regner Ladbrog, a King of one of the Northern Na- 
tions, being mortally ftung by a Viper, before the 
Venom had reach'd his Vitals, broke out into the. 
following Verfes. 

I. 


E S—’tis decreed my Sword no more 


Shall {moke and bluth with hoftile Gore; 


To my great Father's Feafts I go, 


Where lufcious Wines for ever flow, 
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| i | | i Which from the hollow Sculls we drain, 


al Of Kings in furious Combat flain. 


ha II. 
i Lian Death, to the Brave a bleft Refort, 


Brings us to awful Odzn’s Court ; 

Where with old Warriors mix’d wé dwell, 
Recount our Wounds, our Triumphs tell ; 
Me, will they own as bold a Gueft, 


Ase’er in Battle bar’d my Breaft: 


Another, 
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Another, on the fame SUBJECT. 


A T leneth appears the with? d-for Night, 
| When my glad Soul fhall take her Bheet 


| Tremble my Limbs, my Eye-balls ftart, 
| The Venom’s bufy at my Heart. 
| Hark! mete the folemn * Sifters call, 
And point aloft to Odzn’s Hall! 
I come, Icome, prepare full Bowls, 
Fit Banquet for heroic Souls : 
What’s Life ?>—I {corn this idle Breath, 
I {mile in the Embrace of Death! 


* Call’d by the Goths, Dy/e. 
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VeRA FELICITAS. 


U A frondens Ilex annofa ampleétitur Umbra 
Congeftum Culmen Cefpite, Paftor agit. 

Non illum Populi Fafces, non Purpura tangit, 

Non Regum czco Vulnere torquet Honos: 
Mane nova properat per Campos Rore vigentes, 

Et claufas alacri V oce revifit Oves: 
Mox eftum vitat fub Ramis Arboris alte, 

Qua viridem pandit rofcida Ripa Torum. 
Pocula funt liquidi Fontes, Lympheque falubres, 

Inque levi inftruitur Gitte prompta Dapes. 
Nunc vacuam arguta folatur Arundine Mentem, 


Nunc Mutfco in molli Membra Sopore levat: 


Donec 
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Donec oves tandem conftructa ad Ovilia fpar{as 
Cogere, tranquilli Vefperis Hora monet. 

Jamque aures vario permulfus Murmure, leto 
Corde, humilem repetit nota per Arva Larem : 

Hune Opibus ditet Fortuna benignior amplis, 


Maluerit folite Limina fida Cafe. 


“™, Gentle, feather-footed Sieep, 


' In drowfy Dews my Temples fteep ; 
Softly waving o'er my Head, 

Thy Care-béguiliig Rod of Litad: .@ 

O leave thy Bed of balmy Flow’rs, 

And waken all thy dewy Pow’ss, 

And wafted on thepfilent Wing, 


The Dreams, thy little People bring! 
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II. 

Let fobbing Grief, and midnight Feaft, 
Comus, and loudly-laughing ef, 
Never near my Couch appear, 
Nor whiftling Whirlwinds wound my Ear, 
In Heav’n’s avenging Anger fent, 
To thake the fhatter’d Battlement, 
From whence the melancholy Owl, 


To wake the Wolf is wont to howl: 


Ill, 


But whifpering Show’rs from off the Eaves, 
Softly dripping on the Leaves, 
Mix’d with the mildly-ftirring Wind, 
Shall woo to reft my weary’ Mind; 


M 2 
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Nou: Silence o'er the midnight Ground, 
Slowly walks his folemn Round, 
In Mead or Foreft, Dale or Hill, 
Commanding Nature to be ftill. 
IV. 
Kind Somnus, from the lofty Dans 
To my low Cottage deign to come, 
Leave murd’rous Tyrants’ filken Beds, 
No Poppies pour on guilty Heads, 
While wailing Ghofts their Shines break, 
That round their trembling Curtains thriek, 
While Thoughts of many a Wretch oppreft, 
With Terror tear the troubled Breatt. 
7% | 
Cramim’d with diftrefsful. Bread, the Hind 


With weary Limbs and vacant Mind, 
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_ By buzzing Night-Flies hufht, requires 
| No lulling Sounds from Lydian Lyres; 
| Rock’d on the high and giddy Maft, 
| Regardlefs of the wint’ry Blaft, 
_ How happy the wet Sea-boy lies, 
| While fweeteft Slumbers feal his Eyes. 


VI. 


Such Joys the virtuous Bofom crown, 
While Kings and Statefmen tofs on Down: 
Somnus, to me fuch Joys impart, 

Balm of hurt Minds, O footh my Heart: 
Lapt in the Folds of foft Repofe, 
We lofe our Labours, Pangs, and Woes; 


Thy opiate Influence we blefs, 


Parent of Forgetfulnefs! 


M 3 
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| ; ite | Vit. 

i Place me, kind God, in lively Dream, 
hal Near {mooth Ji/fus’ winding Stream, 
i) =n Ollive-thade, with ravitht Ear, 

| While Plato’s Voice I feem to hear: 

Or from the green, Athenian Mead . 

To the high Roman Forum lead, 

Where Tulh’s Tongue with Force divine 


i 


Confounds pale, trembling Cazz/ine. 
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TO 


Mr. ADDISON, 


Occafioned by his Return from Fa- 
nover with the Lord Halitax. 


Written 1706. 


@ For a Mufe of Fire and lofty Style, 
a To hail Thee welcome to thy native Soil! 
Juft Art is to my infant Mufe unknown, 


Let then the Subject for the Verfe attone. 


Intreft, that fickle Weathercock of State, 
As Party prompts extorts or Praife or Hate; 
True, Sterling Merit Prejudice outweighs, 
Unblemifht Worth claims univerfal Praife ; 


M 4 
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Your Favourite’s juft Encomium you may boatft, 


Since Factions ftrive who fhall applaud you moft. 


Amaz'd we fee your finifht Lines impart, 
At once the Hero’s and the Poet’s Art: 
Flow nervous ev’ry Line, and. yet how fweet! 
Th’ harmonious Whole how ev'ry where compleat! 
Tho’ bold, correct and polifht is thy Song, | 
Sublime, yet eafy; elegant, yet {trong : 
The beauteous Graces fearcht all Nature round, 
At length accomplitht Addi/on they found ; 
There happy in a proper Manfion reft, | | 
And make a Temple of his tuneful Breaft. 
Methinks I fee great Philzp’s greater Son, 


And hear him with Achilles Fate his own; 
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With Envy he admires th’ immortal Man, 
| And Enaulation boils in ev’ry Vein ; 
Happy (fays He) who fuch high Praife receiv’d, 


And eterniz’d in facred Homer liv'd. | 


But happier Marlbré, when fierce Winters come, 
| And Anna calls her conquering Hero home; | 
| Finds here your Mufe his matchlefs Acts rehearfe, 
| While Danube choakt with Dead o’erflows the mighty 
Verte ; 

He more than fees what you fo warmly write, 
And gladly thinks himéelf again in Fight; 
Again his Sword, imperial Gift, unfheaths, 
_ And dauntlefs all around diftributes Deaths, 

With fecret Pleafture vanquifhes again, 

A fecond Blenheim boafts, a more compleat Campaign. 


3 Nor 
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Nor is great Addifon confin’d to War, 
His copious Mufe makes fofter Themes his Care; 
By Him defcrib’d our Bards diftinguifht fhine, 


In Him alone their mingled Talents join. 


When Ovid’s moving Mufe his Verte infpires, 
Himéelf has what in Dryden he admires ; 
Inall fo juft, fo eafy too in all, 
That Art and Nature mutually prevail : 
Your Style, Souls, Thoughts, and Numbers fo 
nae 


You're his Interpreter no more, but He. 


How can we Maro’s labouring Bees forget, 


Each happy Word is as their Honey fweet! 


Your 


Your Courfe unwearied you our Phebus run, 


| And Oh like Him retire, and leave us oft alone! 


| We mourn your Abfence, when We read in You, 


| What Alladmire, what’s follow’d but by Few, 
| And by None equal’d——but thy Montague ! 
| With him Germania’s wondering States you fee, 
| The bleft Achates of his Embaffy, 
_ Hefperian Fields have once enjoy’d you too, 
That much to Vzrgz/ owe, but more to You: 
Thus Homer travel’d, thus where-e’er he came, 
Contending Cities ow’d to Him their Fame; 
As you his Art, you may their Strife revive, 


And for your Birth more than feven Cities ftrive. 


O leave no more, great Man, thy native Land, 


Thy Rhedycina’s Tears her Son demand ; 
2 


Of 


a 
a 
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Oft I frequent the Cherwell’s winding Stream, 
Make That my Helzcon, and You my Theme. 
How pleas’d I feek the folemn Shades alone, 

And fay, Here fung harmonious ddifon: 
Beneath this Oak in Summer-noons has ftood, 

Lay on this Bank attentive to the Flood. 

As the fond Nymph foon finds by confcious Flame, 
The wounded Tree that bears her Lover’s Name, 
So Bards by Inftinét led, frequent this Scene, 


Nor barely know, but feel where you have been. 


Monarch’ of Poets! while fuch Blifs I boaft, 
My Mufe is in tumultuous Rapture loft: 
Tranfported with a Patriot-Poet’s Worth, 


But Language fails to give th’ Ideas Birth. 


fe rag J 


\From the Thirteenth ODE of the 
Second Book of HORACE. 


| Roferpine’s Empire glimmer’d o’er my Sight, 


P 
| And dim Elzium fhed a faint Delight ; 


; 
I 


| Where Sappho's bleft! who warbling plaintive Strains, 
'Melodious of her Country-Maids complains ; 

| Alczus too, who fings of Flight and War, 

| Whofe fwelling Lyre to deeper Rage would dare; 
‘In facred Silence chain’d, the Ghofts around, 

| Aftonifht ftare, and hang upon the Sound; 

Of Kings depos’d the Throngs rejoice to hear, 

And lift’ning drink the Warblings in their Ear ; 

| What Wonder? fince the triple-headed Beaft, 
Starting—lops down his Ears; and lull’d to Reft, 


_Erinnys Serpents fleep upon her Breaft. 
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| D | Vik Nor now the wonted Chafe Orion heeds, 
aa | | Nor now beneath his Hand the Lion bleeds, 
aah 


The Sorrow-foothing Sounds Prometheus pleafe, 


And Tantalus delude, and foften into Eafe. 


VERSES 


Lave 7 


Vigo. . Boe BS 


A Lady’s DOE eTe 


{ W HY will young Flavia, all-accomplifht 
Farr, 


| Carl, powder, ftick with Gems her jetty Hair? 
| Swell with a Hoop her painted Peacock Ta, 
Big‘as a vaulted Dome, of bellying Sail 

Why twinkle Diamonds on that {nowy Breatt, 


Why are thofe faultlefs Limbs in Velvets dreft ? 
_ Let Befiza patch and trick her out with Art, 


In Crape or Cotton Beauty ftrikes the Heart: 
What if too Gold adorn the artlefs Frame, 


A Titian’s glowing Tints are ftill the fame ; 
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Rich Spice ne’er lofes its Perfumes or Sweets, 


Tho’ wrapt in dull Laurafter’s Birthday Sheets-: 
Arts that embellith Life none difcommend, 

| a If duly check’d to no Excefs they tend: 

i ] | The Peer fhould differ Gar erofs, unbred Swain, 
| Gay, but not glittering; polite, but plain. 

Thus Raphael joins Simplicity with Grace, 
Beauteous, not glaring is each Limb and Face, 


While artlefs Dawbers think they gain the Prize, 
Who tire with Gems and Silks the dazled Eyes. 


i) 
| 
| 
| 


| 


Es 


~~ 
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THE 


Goae, ULccke cle take Ne 


| ae pamper’d Porus, eating for Renown, 
In Soups and Sauces melts his Manors down; 
Regardlefs of his Heirs, with mortgag’d Lands, 
Buys Hecatombs of Fifh ‘aa Ortolans ; 

True Judge of | Merit, moft difdainful looks 

On Chiefs and Patriots when compar’d to Cooks ; 
With what Delight Pigs whipt to Death he gratia: 
Or fatten’d Frogs, or Effences of Hams; 

For fifty thoufand Tongues of Peacocks tighs, 


Mix’d with the Brains of Birds of Paradife ; 


Loud ring the Glafies, powder’d Footmen run, 


He eats, drinks, furfeits, ftill eats, is undone! 


N 
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Sees the fwoln Glutton in terrific State, 

Behind his Chair what. dire Difeafes wait? 

There tottering Gout, and white-tongu’d Fever ftand, 
Big Dropfy, with full Goblets in his Hand, 

Afthma thick-panting for fhort Gafps of Breath, 

And Apoplexy, frerceft Friend of Death. 

Sweeter the lonely Hermits fimple Food, 

Who in lone-Caves, or near the ruthy Flood, 

With eager Appetite, at early Hours, 

From maple Dith falubrious Herbs devours : 

Soft drowfy Dews at Eve his Temples fteep, 

And happy Dreams attend his eafy Sleep : 

Wak’d by the Thrufh to neighbouring Vales he goes, 
To mark how fucks the Bee, how blooms the Rofe; 
What latent Juice the trodden Herbage yields, 

Wild Nature’s Phyfic in the flowery Fields. 

With 
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With Temperance footh’d each folitary Day, 


Free, innocent, andeafy, fteals away, 


Till Age down-bends him to the friendly Grave, 


‘No Fafhion’s Dupe, no powerful Paffion’s Slave. 
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TO , 


LD AOS Fe. 


i EAVE not Britanna’s Wile; fince Pope is 
fled 


To meet his Homer in Elyfan Bowers, 
What Bard fhall dare refume 
His varlous-founding Harp? . 

Let not refiftlefs Dulnefs sce us {pread 

Deep Gothic Night ; for lo! the Fiend appears, 
To blaft each blooming Bay 


That decks our barren Shores. 


} 
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Say beauteous Queen of Life-refining Arts, 
Who wont to vifit oft at midnight Hour 
Sweet Virgil’s laurell’d Tomb 
On Napks fertile Shore: 
Say where thy Dwelling is? or on the Banks 
Of fmooth Ii/fus, fage-infpiring Stream, 
Where Plato thought of old, 
And hoar Mu/eus walk’d! 
Still doft thou tread the facred Ground where once 
Thy Votaries, or ftrung the golden Lyre, 
Or taught the moral Song. 
Of {weet Philofophy ? 
Or in fome ruin’d Temple doft thou dwell 
Of ancient Rome, deferted of the World, 
Where proftrate lies in Duft 
The fhapely Column’s Height ; 
N 3 
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Where thou may’ft ftill behold with raptur’d Eye 


The beauteous Arts of fair Antiquity 
That ftill can charm the Mind, 
Tho’ fmote by Time’s rough Hand. 
When Man a Savage wander’d in the Woods 
(As hoar Tradition tells) in ancient Days, ~ 
Wont from the laden Oak | 
To fhake his barb’rous Food; 
Thy Pow’r reduc’d him from his native Wilds 
And to the foft Civilities of Life 
Subdu’d. his ftubborn Heart; 
And taught to raife the Dome 
Well-archt, to ftring the Lyte, the breathing Buft 
To form, and guide the Pencil, Heav’n-born Arts | 
That harmonize the Mind, 
And fit for focial Joys. 
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| Thee once thou faireft Daughter of the Mufe 


| The Goth ftern-looking bound i cruel Chains, 
And gor’d with many a Wound 
Thy bleeding Bofom fair, 
| When pouting oer Italia’s tempting Plains 
With Hand profane thy Temples he deform’d, 
And all thy beauteous Domes 
Hurl’d wildly to the Ground! 


STANZAS 


N OT the Songs that nobly tell, 


How Troy was fackt, and Rome began, _ 
Not the Numbers that reveal 


The Wars of Heav’n to falling Man; 


II. 
> Can boaft that true celeftial Fire, , 


That equal Strength and Eafe, 
Or with fuch various Charms confpire, 


To move, toteach, to pleafe, 
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IIL. 
Thofe Complaints how fadly {weet, 


| Which weeping Seraphim repeat ; 
Thofe Prayers how happily preferr’d, 
| Which God himélf infpit’d and heard. 


IV. 
Ye partial Wits no longer boaft 
Of Pindar’s Fire in Davia’s loft! 
Who to the Hebrew Harp mutt yield, 


As Fove by great Fehovab is excell’d, 


AV ARO, 
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AV eae 
A ih dle 


AST by, the rent (whofe Gods this Fable 
Fk tell) 

A Knight in cooly Shades chofe once to dwell ; 
Secure, in what his profp’rous Vices gain'd, 

Each Morn he vaufiting view’d his Length of Land, 
His Hills of filver Chalk, his Vales of golden Sand, 
As on a Time, he loft his early Hounds 

Far from the Mafick of the choral Sounds; 
Sudden he views fome Shepherd’s ftraw-built Cell, 
Rich in a Barn, a Hen-rooft, and a Well; 

Then eye’s the Swain, as to his Flock he calls, 


And whiftling lures em from their hurdl’d Walls ; 


Obedient 
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Obedient to the Tune they trot along 

And careful fingle out their plaintive Young ; 

‘With fhorter Trips thefe bound upon the Plain, 
Start at the Knight~—but play around their Swain. 
“Their Swain obferv’d how free they liv’d from Want, 
And with’d himfelf from them could learn Content: 

| In vain: ‘a thoufand Cares promote his Grief, | 
So, (hailing firft the Knight) he afk’d Relief : i 
In vain; the Knight (tho’ hail’d) refus’d to grant, 
_ And thought no Swain would condefcend to want; 
‘Then told how well the rural Life was known, 
The rural Life preferring to his own; 
How oft himfelf would range a-down the Hill, 


_ And {nuff the new-built Hay-cocks ftrawb’ry Smell, 


| 
| 


Well pleas’d to hear their Jefts the drolling Rufticks 


| tell, | i 
| Nor 
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Nor lefs would ’tend the Weanlings, when they play,» 


And how himfelf was once the King of May; 


Then when the Swain but beg’d his prefent Aid, 
Left Ills unfeen his wint’ry Age invade, 

Courage! (faid he) like Stars like Fate affign, 
Thy Life fhall ftill from Want be: free as mine. 


Unweeting Knight! he mourns his flying Blifs: 
All as Polycrates his Fate was his! 
For Heay’n averfe rebuk’d fuch boaftful Pride, 
And where he once the lowly Swain deny’d, 
Himfelf (alas the while !) begs now to be fupply’d! 
So hard another’s Want will win Belief! 


So Pride foretels we ne’er can need Relief ! 


acquitted, 
As Pes Agere 


Wwe Fove renews Mankind, 
He makes 4 Will for evry Mind, 

This Gift is different in Mo/, 

But /eldom is by Any /of. 

| Some Folks—(now let who can deny it) 

Give all they have to gratify it: 

Some, to fubdue, divide their Wills, 

Like Rivers cut in little Rills, 

That leffen to a fhallow Maze, 

And feebly run a Hundred Ways: 

The Wizard thus, (in Days of Yore) 

That thought to lay th’ Infernal Pow’r, 
I 
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In Pieces broke his Magic Switch, 

But found A Devil rofe from Each. 

Yet Some a Better Courfe purfue.—— 

—But to my Ta/e;—Mufe! What fay You: 
Why, That is plain, and fhort, and new. 


serie Years ago One Aftrophil 
Was born and fitted with A W2z//; 
No Matter Who he was, or What, 
A Will He had ;—-I’m {ure of That: 
About that Time fair Stella too 
(Gops!—Who does not fair Stella know ?) 
Was form’d The Wonder of Her Kind, 
And had Her proper Will affign’d. 
Their Wills were ftamp’t fo like (fays Fame) 
That Both were aly Not the Same: 
Thefe| 
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Thefe help’d the Poets in their Trade, 
Popre’s Similies by Thefe were made; 
Hence too his Rhimes for ever hit, 
“Made (by Thefe Wills) exaétly fit. 
In fhort, for Virtues, or for Follies, 


Thefe Wills were Pairs, or Twins, or Talhes. 


Well! Hymen— (as you guefs, no doubt, 
And you guefs right) —foon found ’em out, 
And bound ’em faft, like two chain’d Books, 
And, ever and anon was peeping, 
To fee if Time impair'd their Ese 
Or, if They alter’d, in Hs keeping. 
They alter’d Not. But Love, one Day, 
Convey'd (it feems) One Will away; 


And Which was That ?—Nay!—Who can fay? 


For 
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For Love Himfelf, with All his Art, 


Could zof tell Whofe was Whofe a-part. 

Now Hymen, you muft think, complain’d, 
That, ‘‘ Tho’ Him/elf Both Wills had chain’d, 
*€ ‘Yet One—Ah! Oxly One remain’d!— 

“© That Stella now, or Aftro-pbil, 

“© Might come upon him for their W7//: 

“ That, therefore ove the Caufe fhould hear, 
«© And pray’d,” That Cupid might appear. 


He Did: And roundly took his Oath 
That Fove made—dut One Will for Both. 
His ftrange Surprize He then declar’d, 
« "T'was Hard, He needs muft fay, “twas hard, 
‘¢ That He fhould be involv’d in Strife, | 
* He feldom troubl’d Man and W2/e. 


[Hes 


«© And—What zm this Cafe He might do— 
** They ne’er would blame him for’t he knew; 
“ And—Why then, Hymen? Why fhould You? 


Still; you fhall never have your Ends, 


A 


© For This Dear Couple were my Friends !” 
With That—He turns to Swazn and Spou/e, 
And fmiles, and leers, and fooths, and vows, 
‘* For Hzs Part HE would ferve ’em ftill,” 
Then afks ‘em (with A Courtier’s Skill) 
“Tf ever Ezther mifed their Will?” 

So, "Tis Their Bufinefs Now to {peak, 


And pray— What Anfwer fhall They make? 
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Ek. 1. GR ae 
Tranflated from the Greek. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE following Pieces are a Pattern of the 

Simplicity fo much admir’d in the Greczan 
Writings, fo foreign to the prefent prevailing Tafte, to 
the Love of Modern Witticifm, and I¢a/an Conceit. 


On BooG Ae Ves: 
From the Greek of Anyta, a Lelbian Poete/s. 


C OME, Traveller, this hollow Rock beneath, 
While in the Leaves refrefhing Breezes breath ; 
Retire, to calm the Rage of burning Thirft, 


In thefe cool Streams that from the Cavern burft. 


An 
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An Offering to PAN. 


fh 


From THeocritus. 


DD APHWNTS the Fair, that with the Doric 
Strains 

Of his {weet Pipe could charm the liftening Swains, 

Thefe Emblems of his Office and his Art, 

To Pan prefents, a Crook and barbed Dart, 

A Stag’s rough Hide, and with this Paftoral Pipe, 


That bore his ruftic Food, a Leathern Scrip. 
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Jo DAPHNIS /Jfleping. 


From Theocritus. 


YHILE you, my DAPHNIs, on the leafy 


Bed, 

To Slumber {weet recline your weary Head, 
While on each Hill is plac’d the frequent Net, 
Thee wanton Pan purfues with eager Feet : 
With him Sy_vaNnus, crown’d with Ivy pale, 
Thy cooling Cavern feeks o'er Hill and Dale. 
O fly; prevent their rude refiftlefs Hands, 


And burft ambrofial Slumber’s magic Bands. 


Weber 


A 


Pex S COR AE 
Ox the Death of BION. 
From the Greek of Moscuus. 


y E Vales, and Doric Floods, or Fount, or Rill, 
Lament with me the much lov’d Bion dead ; 
Ye Forefts pour your Plaints, ye Flourets mourn ; 
Utter, ye Hyacinths, the baleful Words 

That on your velvet Bells infcrib’d are {een ; 

Be clad, ye Rofes, in fad Purple’s Robe ; 

Dead is the Pride of Swains, and rural Song. 


Begin, Sicilian Mufe, the plaintive Lay. 


Ye Poplar-fhrouded Nightingales that oft 
In midnight Hour complain, the dreary Tale 


O 3 
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To liftening Arethu/a’s Waves prolong, 
And that with him each Doric Mufe is fled, 


Begin, &c. 


Ye Swans that warble {weet on Strymon’s Bank 
Come, fteep in bitter Tears your forrowing Song, 
And tell in Notes like his th’ Zagrian Maids, 

And Bacchus’ Nymphs that haunt Bifonian Hills, 
That Dorza’s Vales their Orpheus dear have loft! 
Begin, &e. 


+ 4 


No.more the lovely Shepherd fooths his Herd | 
With foft-voic’d Flute, beneath fome ample Oak 
At Eafe reclin’d: But in black Pluto's Bow’r 
Pours forth to grifly Ghofls Lethéan Lays, 


While here above each Mountain filent flands, 
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And his deferted Herds in Mutt’rings hoarfe, 
And fallen Lowings moan, nor deign to feed. 


Begin, &c. 


Thy cruel Fate, dear Swain, -4po//o wept, 
Thee too Priapus Sable-mantled mourn’d; 
And Pan furrounded with his Satyr-train 
Sigh’d fore, nor joy’d to lead the merry Dance; 
Wept the mild Naiads in their coral Caves ; 
Nor Echo more from her far-winding Grot 
Is heard to fing, fince now no more thy Verte, 


And wonted tuneful Notes fhe can prolong. 


Begin, &c. 


At thy fad Death the fympathizing Trees, 
Dropt their half-ripen’d Fruits, and fading Flowers, 
O 4 Hung | 


[ 200 ] 


a Hung down their blafted Blooms; the pining 


Flocks 
Refus'd the milky Stream, nor more the Bee 
With Thyme enrich’d his Neétar-{treaming Cell. 


ie Begin, &c. 


The Dolphin ne’er upon the funny Shore 
Made fuch deep Plaints, or in the rocky W ilds 
Did Philomel e’er tune fo fad a Dirge, | 
Nor Mountain-loving Swallow fuch fad Notes 
Was heard to pour, or with fuch heart-felt Woe 
Céyx deplor’d her dead Halcyone, 

Nor Cery/as in the Cerulean Deep 
Sorrow’d fo deep, or in th’ Edan Vale 


The Bird of Memnon, fair Aurora’s Son, 
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As when they wept their beft-lov’d Bzon’s Fate. 


Begin, &c. 


Ye Nightingales, and Swallows fwift, that oft 
‘Have heard delighted his heart-thrilling Lays, 
Whom feated in your leafy Groves he wont 
To teach fweet Notes, refponfive now repeat 
The Voice of Woe, re-echoing thro’ the Vale, 
Join too ye Doves your fadly-pleafing Lays. 
Begin, &e. 


Who now, for ever dear, will tune thy Pipe? 
Who to their Lip apply thy facred Reed 
Advent’rous? But to Pan the precious Gift 
Pil bear, nor haply will he dare infpire 
Thy Reed, left thee fuperior he fhould prove, 
Begin, &e. 
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Thy Lofs the green-hair’d Galathéa mourns, 


Who lov’d with thee upon the fea-beat Shore, 
To fit enraptur’d with thy magic Verfe. 

For fweeter far than Polypheme’s thy Lay 

Flow’d thro’ her Ear; fhe fled the Cyclop-fwain ; 
But ever to thy Song fhe haften’d {wift, 

With dimply Cheek, and Looks of fond:Defire. 
No more fhe now regards old Nereus’ Bow’, 

Put on the bare Sand fits, and-tends thy-Flock. 


Begin, Ge. 


With thee the Mufe’s choiceft Joys are fled, 
No more the V irgin’s lufcious Kifs delights ; 
Quench’d is the Lamp of .Love, and atthy’Tomb | 
The weeping Cupids {ptinkle fretheft Flow’ss ; 
ToVenus wert thou fweeter, gentleft Swain, 


Than 
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Than the laft Kifs which on the clay-cold Lip 
Of her Adonis dead the Goddefs preft. 

Come, Mees, hither turn thy fedge-crown’d Head, 
Renew thy wonted Voice of baleful Woe; 

That ein around thy fadden’d Banks was heard, 
And echoing fill’d blue Nepéwne's diftant Shores ; 
When cruel Fate thy firft-born Homer {natch’d, 
Whofe Mouth Ca/hope with Nectar dew’d, 

But now thy fecond Son demands thy Grief; 
Each lov’d two fawrite Founts. To Homer dear 
Was Pindus {pringing Well, while Bioz drank 
The Waves of Arethufe.. This fung the Charms 
Of beauteous He/en, ftrife-exciting Fair, 

And the dire Wrath of Thetis feasborn Son; 
While This neglected War's refounding Trump ; 
Well con’d he fing the woodland Wanderer Pan ; 


Skill’d 
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Gkill’d was his Hand to form the ruftic Flute ; 
Nor feldom would he milk the fhaggy Goat, 
Or Heifer breathing Sweets. Meantime he fung 
How foft the Kifs of tender-blooming Boys; 
While in his Bofom Cupid wont to fleep, 
And Venus joy’d to hear his Lays divine. 

Begin, &c. 


Each towred City, Bzon, thee deplores, 
More heart-felt Plaints o’er A/cra’s Hills refound 
Than when Her Hefod died. | B@otia’s Shades 
Forget their Pzadar, and the Lesbian Streets 
Alceus dead, and all thy Death lament 
in fympathizing Grief; while Paros deigns 
With louder Woe to greet thy cyprefe'd Hearfe, 
Than when Archilchus {weet Tongue was ftopt 


% 
JY 


2 By 


By cruel Fate; and Myrz/ene forgets 
Her beauteous Sappho’s wonted Lays for thine. 
e ee & * F € & Qyaedam defunt. 
fn Teios’ {oft Anacreon bears the Palm, 
Theecritus in Syracu/e is fam’d, 
My mournful Mufe delights 4u/onzan Swains, 
Nor to the Sy/van Lay difdains to ftoop ; 
Which eager from thy tuneful Mouth the caught, 
Oft raptur’d with the Sound. The fhining Stores 
Let others, narrow-foul’d poffefs, while I 
Thy Lays inherit, and thy Dorzc Art. 

Begin, &c. 


Tho’ nipt by Winter's Blaft the Mallow fades, 
And twining Parfley, Pride of Gardens, feels 
Th’ untimely Froft; yet each with Verdure frefh 
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Renew 
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Renew their Bloom, and with the Spring return. 
But Man, tho’ Strength and Wifdom ftamp him 
Great, 

When once the beaming Lamp of Life is fpent, 
To Caves of Darknefs, fubterranean Glooms, 
Immers’d, in Sleep’s eternal Shackles lies 
Faft bound, no more to tread the Walks of Men. 
Thou too to Realms of filent Night art gone, 
While here above mean Bards ufurp thy Reign, 
Whofe Brows the Mufe’s Laurel never bound. 

Begin, &e. 


* O ruthlefs Hand that to thy Lips apply’d 
The poifonous Cup, and baleful Draught of Death! 
How cou’d the baleful Drugs approach thy Lips, 


* He was poifon’d. 
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Nor {till preferve its native noxious Gall 
Unblended with the Near of thy Mouth? 
How could the Felon drear that mix'd the Bowi 
Efcape the Magic of thy tuneful Strains? 

Begin, &c. 


On each the Fates adjuft the Share of Pain, 
And each receives his portion’d Lot of Grief. 
O that like Orpheus I cou’d tread the Shades, 
Or great Ulyfes, or brave Hercules, 
Then wou’d thefe Eyes behold th’ infernal Pow’rs 
Melt at thy Song, and Pluto, grifly King, 
To Softnefs footh’d, and murm’ring hoarfe Applaufe. 
But chief to Hecate thy fweet Song addrefs, 
And let her hear thy wonted Doric Songs, 


For the of Yore the Vales of A¢za lov’d. 
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Haply deceiv'd by the mellifluous Sound, 


a | She may return thee to thy defert Seats: 

Itoo, my Friend, if this rude Lip was fkill’d 

In Mufic’s Charms, or knew to fing like thee, 

Would to the Ways of darkfome Dis defcend, 


And from dun Night redeem thy facred Shade. 
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PARAPHRAS E 
On the x11 Chap. of Isatan, 


YW IGH on the loftieft Mountain-tops, unfurl 
The Standard of Omnipotence, emblaz’d 

With PiGtures of Deftruction: Loudly call 

To Arms the ftarting Nations: Rouze, O Earth, 

To fight my Battles, to deftroy the Pride, 

To cruth the Head of barbarous Babylon. 

Ye chofen Armies come! ye Inftruments 

Of Vengeance from remoteft Regions haft! 

Hark! how the Mountains eccho with the Sounds 

Of trampling Hofts, of loudly-neighing Steeds, 


Of bounding Chariot-wheels, that pour amain 


P Down 


[; are | 


ie Down the fteep Valley, like the deaf’ning Roar 


[| A Of rufhing Torrents, or the threat’ning Voice 

Of mighty Thund’rings, heard from Heav’n remote. 
1 Howl, thou devoted City, for the Lord 

| Bei Sends his deftroying Angels pet le God _ 

| Becomes thy Foe, thy deep Diftrefs thall be 
Unequal’d and fupreme! thy Warriors’ Hearts 
Shall melt within their Breafts, their feeble Hands 


‘as | 


Shall quivering drop the ufelefs Spear and Shield. 
Aftonifhment, and Anguifh, Sorrow, Fear, 

Shall chain their Faculties and Souls, as Pains 
Soul-piercing Pains the pregnant Mother feize: 
The dread Fehovah comes——before him march 
| i Anger and Vengeance: ‘The polluted Land 

Shall defolated mourn, and far away 

His red Right Hand shall thrieking Sinners {weep. 


Then 


[ arr | 
Then fhall the Stars of Heav’n, the glittering Gems 
Of awful Night's dark Robe, the pale-ey’d Moon, 
The weary Pilgrim’s Friend, and the beat Sun, 


Who from the cryftal Portals of the Eaft 


Walks forth with tenfold Brightnefs cloth’d, and 


pours 
Intolerable Day, all darken’d droop. 
Earth from her Orbit fhall aftonifht. leap, 
Heav’n rock and tremble to the Throne of God. 
As the chas’d Doe to pathlefs Thickets runs, 
Trembling at every Breeze, and thinks fhe hears 
The fhouting Hunter, fo fhall Bade! fly, 
As a ftray Lamb on defert Mountains loft. 
Th’ avenging Medes unmov'd fhall hear the Cries 
Of ravifht Wives and Virgins, from the Breatts 


Of thricking Mothers {natch the fucking Babe, 


P 2 Smiling 
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Smiling in its Deftroyer’s Face, and dafh 

Againfk the pointed Flints its mangled Bones. 

The Queen of Kingdoms, the Chaldeans Pride, 

The Glory of the Earth, great Babel falls, 

Like burning Sodom in Deftruétion wrapt. 

From Age to Age fhall Defolation reign, | 

And Solitude thro’ thy deferted Streets, 

Then fhall no. wand’ring 4rad pitch his Tent 

Frefh Pafture fearching, nor the Shepherd drive 

His Flock at Eve beneath thy Ruins hoar 

To fhelter; in thy widow’d Palaces 

Magnific mould’ring Domes, the Defert’s Sons 

Wild Beafts fhall lodge; the fpotted Panther breed 

In thy King’s Chambers, here the Oftrich cry, 

And the young Leopard fport, with Song and Dance 
And Harp, where eccho’d once thy feaftful Halls. 

THE 
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REGAL DREAM. 
D7 Tike 


The ARGUMENT. 


That which gave Occafien to the Regal Dream 7s a 
famous Tradition mentiond in the Hiftory of 
Henry VI. dy which we are told, that He fent to 
enquire after bis Succeffors from a celebrated Pro- 
phet or Necromancer, who for bis Anfwer return'd 
him this remarkable Latin Ver/e: 


Mars, Puer, Alecto, Virgo, Vulpes, Leo, Nullus. 


Thefe Emblems the Author of the following Vifion 
thought fit to alter in fome meafure, and to add 
another Line; the Whele flanding thus: 


Fur, Puer, Alecto, Virgo, Vulpes, Pelicanus, 
Et Caper, & Cervus, brevis & Flos, dia Columba. 


"Twas 


Kibo, Fe nee EEE 
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| i | ft i WAS on the Day that Bofworth Field was 
(i For 

And Gh’fer fell, and Richmond wore the Crown, 
i | When as I fat revolving in my Mind, 

| | The Chiefs defcended from two Houfes join’d, 

A balmy Slumber with a {weet Surprize, 

Stole foft and filent o'er my yielding Eyes; 
Fancy, officious every Part to act, 

Or Nature’s Land{capes, or hiftoric Fa@, 

A Bower had built profufely gay and bricht, 
With all the Beauty that can take"the Sight, 

Not more enchanting that EAyfan Place 

Where good Aineas faw the Fulian Race, 

An Area foon with myftic Signs was fpread, 
Diverfified with Rofes White and Red; 


Thithes 
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Thither a Sydi/ cal’d me from the Throng 
To mark the various Figures move along: 
My awe-ftruck Memory never fhall forget 
Their Forms, their Names, their Numbers, and their 


State. 


A Robber firft, with holy Plunder fraught, 
Whofe leff’ning Bags were Gold, were Duft, were 
Nought. 


A Youth came next, who charm’d with ev’ry Grace, 


As Angels good, and O as fwift his Pace. 


A Fury then, with more diforder’d Hafte, 
Paft by, and dealt Deftruction as the patt. 
_ Her ruffied Garments dropt with Martyr’s Gore, 
And in her Hand a flaming Torch the bore. 


P 4 


Pi2rGey 


Not fo the heavenly Maid who next arofe, 
Admid by all, tho’ terrible to Foes; 
Whofe Aim was nobler, and whofe Speed was lefs, 
Who rofe totriumph, and who {tay’d to blefs; 
A Pheenix fhe, that peerlefs liv’d and dy’d, 


Nor left a Race that her great Lofs fupply’d 


Yet came there to fulfil her laft Command, 
The wifeft Animal of Nature’s Hand, 
A. tame, a peaceful, tho’ a wily Fox, 


Who never flew, but only\feec’d the Flacks. 


Soon ag he earth’d a Pelican arofe, 


By lriends deferted, and purfu’d by Foes ; 


q 


in Both his brave Contempt of Life was thewn, 
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for the Good of Others gave hisOwn, 


f ene v4 


Here all methought was Dark! at length appear 


' A Goat lafcivious, and a hunted Deer, 


| The Syéz/ paus\d—and her fage Art to prove, 
Declar’d that Thefe would different Paffions move, 


Our ufelefs Pity One, and One our lafting Love. 


Now rofe a fweet Carnation’s filken Flow’r, 
Fruitlefs, yet fair, the Beauty of an Hour, 
For poifonous Kurus came——its bloomy Pride, 


That unexpected rofe, as quickly dy’d. 


Next feem’d to dart from Heaven, a fpotlefs Dove, 
Who dropt an Olive-Branch, the Type of Love; 


Then all too fudden flew amid the Spheres, 


the World in Tears. 


And fhone a Star upon 


fo are'4 


| | || The Vifionary Crowd that gaz’d below 

i 1 All wept in Dream, and gave a Loofe to Wee; 
Britannia’s {elf abandon’d to Defpair, 

Her azure Mantle tore, and fea-green Hair : 
Deep Sorrow wak’d me from th’ unfinifht Scene, 


Eternally to mourn a matchlefs Queen. 


FAREWELL to POETRY. 


Nune itaque S Verfus & cetera Ludicra pono, 
Quod Verum atque Decens curo & rogo & omnis in 
hoc fim. Hor. 


| SS ipa Scenes ee ! in Cyrrha’s Vale 
| | No more I wander, where with loofe-rob’d 
| Nymphs 

Pan and Sylvanus play’d, while on their Heads 

The laughing Hours rain’d Rofes; while to guide 
Their nimble Feet great Phvdus came and touch’d, 


His foul-bewitching Lyre: No more I fit 


On murmuring Aganippe’s mofly Brink 


And wait infpiring Dreams; nor Garlands weave 
Of fweet Parnafian Flowers for Cli’s Head; 


2 
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Nor feek the folemn Grott where Homer firft 
Conceiv’d his mighty Scheme; from whence to catch 
One Beam {wift-darted from his boundlefs Mind. 

My ferious Soul thefe Woods and Walks difdains 


‘Where my Youth rov’d: A loftier Tafk demands 


My fober Hours, (that on fwift Pinions haft 
To meet Eternity) to purge my Breaft 
From Error’s Poifons ; equally to poife 
The jarring Paffions; to fubdue the Thirft 


Of Fame and fond Ambition; to deftroy 


¢ 


x 


he bitter Seeds of Envy :——Nat to fmooth 
‘The tuneful Cadence of a polifht Line, 

But harmonize my Soul; whence I may hear, 
With Raptures hear, the Moral Melody, 

A peaceful Con{cience yields, beyond the Strains 


Of Attic Harp, fweet as the Midnight Song 


| Of warbling Seraphs, winged Warriors bright, 
| To happy, watchful Shepherds, on the Birth 
Of great Meffiah!——Thefe be now my Cares, 
| To leave the Mufe for Virtue; to improve 


The Heart, not deck the Head with fading Crown 


| Of ufelefs Bays; but chief my Soul to fteel 
| With adamantine Honour, to withftand 


| Corruption’s Tides, while courtly Millions run 


| Tothe black Pagod of all-worfhip’d Vice 


To offer Freedom, Confcience, Body, Sou! : 


To be tho’ ingle, conftant ; and to feel 


. The Blifs of Independence ;—thefe are Toils 
Worthy a Man and Briton —~-Who can fearch 
For tinkling Rhymes, when frowniag Virtue points 
To {wift-wing’d Time ?—At Clofe of Evening cool 
What hafty Pilgrim, who long, pathlefs Wilds 


cal 
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Muft traverfe e’er black Night defcend, would ftop 4 


And fit beneath the branching Beech to héar 
The fweet Songs of thick-warbling Phzlomel, 


- Tho’ ev’ry moving Trill be fteep’d in Tears. 


DEATH of the AvTHor. 


By a Lapy. 


pel. 

CCEPT, O facred Shade, this artlefs Verfe, 
And kindly, O ye mourning Friends, for- 
: bear, 


To dear difdaining from his decent Herfe, 


All I can give except the tender Tear: 


He muft not lie in his cold Grave, among 


‘Poor fhrieking Ghofts, unprais’d, unwept, unfung. 


[ 224% 


Hl Ah! where was I when fiercely-frowning Death, 
With branditht Dart ftood at ftill Midnight nigh, 
Why came I not to catch thy dying Breath, 
And clofe with trembling Hand thy languid Eye? 
And on my fad Breaft lay thy drooping Head, 


—aEEEEEEeEeEeEEeEeEeEeEeEeEeEeEeEeEeee a = 


And bath with Tears thy Hand fo cold and dead? 


Il. 

Thee do I view in yonder flying Cloud, 

Or dol hear thee in the hollow Wind, 
Or doft thou ftill fleep in thy fable Shroud, 

Where the dread Judgment-Trumpet Thee fhall 

find: | 

O tll that Day, ye Kail Angels come, 
Shield with your Wings, and fing around his Tomb. 


IV. | 
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| IV. 
| But if advanc’d to Heav’n’s empyreal Height, 


Above with glorious martyr’d Saints to live, 


 oMidtt heav’nly Hymns, and Harps, and Vifions 
| 
bright, 


: 
| 
: 
: And all the Joys a fmiling God ¢an give ; 
: 
| Obe my watchful Guardian Angel ftill, 


Save me from flavifh Vice, from Folly, and from Ill. 
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DEATH of th AUTHOR. 


N O more of Mirth and rural Joys, 
The gay Defcription quickly cloys, 


In melting Numbers, fadly flow, 


I tune my alter’d Strings to Woe; 
Attend, Me/pomene, and with thee bring 
Thy tragic Lute, Eupbranor’s Death to fing. 


Fond wilt thou be his Name to praife, 
For oft’ thou heard’ft his fkilful Lays ; 
Jfs for him foft Tears has thed, 


She plac’d her Ivy on his Head ; 
I | Chofe | 


fF aey J 


| Chofe him, ftri& Judge, to rule with fteady Reins, 


The vigorous Fancies of her liftening Swains. 


_ With Genius, Wit, and Science bleft, 
| Unfhaken Honour arm’d his Breaft, 
Bade him, with virtuous Courage wile, 


Malignant Fortune’s Darts defpife ; 
Him, ev’n black Ezvy’s venom’d Tongues commend, 


As Scholar, Paftor, Hufband, Father, Friend. 


~ 


For ever facred, ever dear, 


O much-lov’d Shade accept this Tear ; 


Each Night indulging pious Woe, 

Freth Rofes on thy Tomb I ftrew, 
And with for tender Spen/er’s moving Verfe, 
Warbled in broken Sobs o’er Sydney’s Herfe; 


t, 
at 
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Let me to that deep Cave refort, 


| | ae | Where Sorrow keeps her filent Court, 

| For ever wringing her pale Hands, 

While dumb Misfortune near her ftands, 

' | Hi | With downcaft Eyes the Cares around her wait, 


And Pity fobbing fits before the Gate. 


Thus ftretch’d upon his Grave I fung, 
When ftrait my Ears with Murmur rung, 
Adiftant, deaf, and hollow Sound 


Was heard in folemn Whifpers round —- 
‘¢ Well-pleas’d I liften to thy Lays of Love.” 


F* ie 


Errors of the Prefs. 


56. 1.4. f Libertus, 7, Libertas. P.81. 1.1. / then, 7. there. 


PAGE 15. Line 7. for ftedfaftt Thought, read folemn Thought. P. 
41. 1, 1.f. twifting, 7. burfting. P. 54.1.8. 4 & Vatem, r.ad Vatem. 
Ibid. 1.11. f novus, 7. novas: P. 55. 1. 8. f. frudte, r. fratte. P. | 
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€ Enough, dear Youth!——tho’ wrapt in BlifS above, 


Jos. WARTON. | 
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JParitament, entered in the Hall Book 
of the Company of Stationers, and who- 
ever prefumes to print it will be profecuted. 
— Tbe Proprietors will reward any one 
who will give Information of fuch Pro- 


ceeding. 
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DAVID GARRICK, Ef. 


Dear STIR; 
IT HAVE two motives for r In, [cribing thts 


he 7 o 
oA 


piece £0 “NOU, grat tude an 


titude hecaufe it’s Su ccefs has 


owing Zo your judicious Gavi Ce ana VUGAHILYs, 
2 3 4 iia ny nar hey cL at i 
becaufe 1 wifh to acquaint the world that Such 
vi 


a charaéter as Mr. Garrick, bas been warmly 


Cer & 


the friend - bis fincerely aff Foctionates 


And very much obliged, 
| Middle Temple, 
: Jan..20, 1708. Humble Servants 


Hucu KeE.iry. 
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P Ot ONG UF, 
Written by Davip Garrick, Efq.* 
Spokenauir by > wl Vip veheewely Kirn gas 


"MM vex’d— quite vex’d — and you ll be vex’d—that’s worfe : 
To deal with ftubborn fcribblers ! there’s the curse! 
Write moral plays — the blockhead ! — why, good people, 
Yow ll Joon expect this house to wear a freeple ! 
For our fine piece, to let you into facts, 
Is quite a Sermon, — only preach’d in A&s. 
You ll fearce believe me, *till the proof appears, 
But even I, Tom Fool, muft foed fome tears: 
Do, Ladies, look upon me — nay, no fimp ring — 
Think you this face was ever made for whimp’ ring ? 
Can I, a cambrick handkerchief difpiay, — 
Thump my unfeeling breaft, and roar away ? 
Why this 7s comical, perhaps be ll fay — 
Refelving this range aukward bard to pump, 
J afe’d him what he meant ? — He Somewhat plump, 
New purs’d his beily, and his lips thus biting, 
I mult keep up the dignity of writing ! 
You may, but, if you do, Sir, I muft tell es 
You'll not keep up that dignity of belly ; 
Still he preach’d on, —** Bards of a former age 
Held up abandon’d pictures on the ftage, 
Spread out their wit, with facinating art, 
And catch’d the fancy, to corrupt the heart ; 
Bat happy change ! —in thefe more moral days, 
You cannot fport with virtue, even in plays ; 
On virtue’s fide, his pen the poet draws, 
And boldly afks a hearing for his caufe.” 
Thus did he prance, and fwell. — The man may prate, 
And feed thefe whimfes in his addle pate, 
That you'll protect his mufe, becaufe /be’s good, 
A virgin, and fo chafte! —~O Lud! O Lud! 
No mufe the Critic Beadle’s lafh efcapes, 
Though virtuous, if a dowdy, and a trapes : 
Tf his come forth, a decent likely La/fs, 
Yow ll fpeak her fair, and grant the proper pafs 3 
Or foould his brain be turn’d with wild pretences ; 
In three hours time, yow ll bring him to his fenfes ; 
nd well you may, when in your power you get bitty 
In that fhort fpace, you blifter, bleed, and fweat him. 
Among the Vurks, indeed, he'd run no danger, 
They Jacred hold a madman, and a ftranger. 


* Mr. Kelly originally intended the prologue to be grave, and accor. 
dingly wrote a ferious one himfelf ; but as Mr, King was to fpeak it, 
Mr. Garrick, with great propriety, thought a piece of humour would be bef 
fuited to the talents of that excellent actor, and therefore very kindly toote 
the trouble of putting it into a form fo entirely different from the firft, that 
it cannot, with the !eaft juftice, be attributed to any other author, 
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Colonel Rivers. Mr, HoLLAnp. 
| Cecil, Mr. Kine. 


Sir Harry Newburg, Mr. J. PALMER. 


Lord Winwortbh, Mr. ReppIsH. 
Sidney, Mr. CAUTHERLY. 


Footmen, Mr. Wright, &c. 


Lady Betty Lambton, Mrs. ABINGTON. 


Mifs Marchmont, Mrs. BADDELEY. 
Mifs Revers, Mrs. JEFFERIES. 
Mrs, Harley, Mrs. DANCER. 


Sally, Mifs Reynolds. 


| SCENE, Richmond. 
a TIME, The Time of Reprefentation. 
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An Apartment at Lady Betty LAmMBTon’s, 


| Enter StpNEY and WINWORTH 


SIDNEY. 
TILL TI can’t help thinking but Lady 
Betty Lambton’s refufal was infini itely more 
the refult of an extraordinary delicacy, than 


want of affection for your Lordfhip. 


ae 


bh 
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WiINWORTH. 


QO, my dear cotifin, you are very much miftakens 
I am not one of thofe coxcombs who imagine a 
woman does’nt know her own mind, or who, be- 
caufe they .are treated with civility by a lady who 
has rejected their addrefles, fuppole ‘he is fec cretly 
debating in their favour: Lacy Betty is a woman 
of fenfe, and muft confequently defpife coquetry 
or affectation. 


SIDNEY. 


Why fhe always fpeaks of you with the greateft 
refp eft. 


B WINWORTH, 


ALSE DELI@ACY; 


WINWORTH. 

Refpeét ! — Why fhe always fpeaks of you with 
the greateft refpect ; does it therefore follow that 
fhe loves you? No, Charles—TI have, for fome 
time you know, ceas’d to trouble Lady Betty 
with my folicitations, and I fee myfelf honour’d 
vith her friendfhip, though I hav’nt been fo hap- 
py as to merit her heart; for this reafon, I have 
no doubt of her affiftance on the prefent occafion, 
and, I am certain, I fhall pleafe her by making my 
addrefies to Mifs Marchmont. 


SIDNEY. 

Mifs Marchmont is, indeed, a very deferving 

young woman. 
WiINWORTH. | 

Next to Lady Betty 1 never faw one fo form’d 
to my wifhes; befides, during the whole period 
of my fruitlefs attendance, {he feemed fo interefted 
for my fuccefs, and exprefs’d fo hearty a concern 
for my difappointment, that I have confider’d her 
with an eyeof more than common friendfhip ever 
fince.— But what’s the matter with you, Charles, 
you fe¢ ‘nto have fomething upon your {pirits ? 


SIDNEY. 


Indeed, my Lord, you are miftaken, I am only 
attentive. 


WINWORTH. 


O, is that all! — This very day I purpofe to 
requeft Lady Betty’s intereft with Milfs March- 
mont, for unhappily circumftaac’d as fhe is, 
with regard to fortune, fhe polieiles an uncommon 
fhare of delicacy, and may poffibly think herfelf 

infulted 
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infulted by the offer of a rejected heart : — Lady 
Betty in that cafe will fave her the pain of a 
fuppofed difrefpect, and me the mortification of 
anew repulfe. But I beg your pardon, Charles, 
I am forgetting the caufe of friendfhip, and fhall 
now ftep up ftairs to Colonel Rivers about your 
affair. — Ah, Sidney, you have no difficulties to 
obftruét the completion of your w! 


i 


few days muft make you one of the happielt men 
in England. Exit. | 
SIDNEY. [looking after him. | 


A few days make me one of the happieft men 
in Ensland ; —a likely matter, truly! little does 
he know how paffionately 1 admire the very wo- 
man to whom he is immediately going with an 
offer of his perfon and fortune. -— The marriage 
with Mifs Rivers.I fee is unavoidable, and I am 
almoft pleafed that I never obtained any encou- 
ragement from Mifs Marchmont, as I fhould now 
be reduc’d to the painful alternative, either of 
giving up my own hopes, or of oppofing the 
happinefs of fuch a friend. 


Enter Mrs. Haruey and Mifs MarcuMonr. 


Mrs. HARLEY. 

O here, my dear girl, is the fweet {wain in pro- 
pria perfona:—Only mind what a funeral fermon- 
face the creature has, notwithftanding the agree- 
able profpects before him, — Well, of all things in 
the world, defend me, I fay, from a fober hufband! 


SIDNEY. 


You are extremely welcome, Mrs. Harley, to 
divert yourfelf 


B 2 Mrs 
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Ie fpeaks too in as melancholy a tone as 4 
paffing bell: — Lord, lord, what can Colonel 
Rivers fee in the Sn to think of him for a 
fon-in-law.—Only look, Mifs Marchmont, ‘at this 
love-exciting countenance ; — Obferve the es 
pids that ambuhh in thefe eyes ; — Thefe lips, 
be fure, are fr aught with the honey of Hybla :—. 
Go, you lifelefs devil you, ry toget a little 
animation into this unfortunate ce of yours. 
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Upon my word my face is very much oblig’d 
¢ 
tO you. 
¢ 
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You are a mad creature, my dear, and yet ff 
envy your fpirits prodigioufly. 


Mrs. H ARLEY, 


And fo you ought. — But for all that you and 
Lady peel are unaccot i fond of thofe half- 
fou I'd fellows, who are as mec chahically regular as 

many pieces of clock-work, and never ftrike 
ave once an hour upon a new obfervation— 
who are fo fentimental, and fo dull—fo wife, and 
fo drowfy. — Why I thought Lady Betty had al- 
ready a fufficient quantity “of lead inher family, 

without fal ing in this lump ‘to increafe the 
weight of it. | 


be sca i 
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Mifs Marcumonr. 
What can fhe pot mibly mean, Mr. Sidney. 
SIDNEY. 


*Tis impoffib ole to guefs, Madam. The lively 
widow will ftill have her laugh, without fparing 
any body. 


Mrs. 
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Mrs. HarueEy. 


Why furely, my dear, you can’t forget the coun- 
ter part of poor difmal here, that elaborate piece 
of dignified dulnefs, Lady Betty’s coufin, Lord 
Hectic; who, through downright fondnefs, 1 is con- 
tinually plaguing his poor wite, and rendering 
her the moft miferable woman in the world, from 
an ext racrdinary defire of prom oting her hapek 
nels. 


Mifs Marcumonr., 


And is’nt there a great deal to fay in exte- 
nuation of an error which proceeds from a _prin- 
ciple of real affection : 


2a 


Mrs. HarRLey. 


Affe@tion! ridiculous! but you fhall have an 
inftance of this wonderful affection: — T’other 
day I din’d at his houfe, and, though the wea- 
ther was intollerably warm, the table was laid 
in a clofe room, with a fire large enough to roaft 
an ox for a country corporation. 


Mrs. Harvey. 

In a great chair, near the. fire fide, fat poor 
Lady Hectic, w rapp ’d up in as many fur cloaks 
as would baffle the feverity of a winter in Sibe- 
Tia ==) n my entrance if ext refs’d a proper .con+ 
cern for her ill Inefs, and afk ‘d we ie nature of her 
complaint. —She told me ihe complain’d of no- 
thing but the weight of her drefs, and the in- 

sllerable heat: of the apartment; adding, - that 

j 
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fhe had been caught in a little fhower the pre- 
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cedinz evening, which terrified Lord Hectic out 
of his wits; and fo for tear fhe might run the 
chance of a flight cold, he expofed her to the 
hazard of abfolute fuffocation. 

SIDNEY. 


Upon my: word, Mifs Marchmont, fhe has a 
pretty manner of turning things. 


Mifs MaRCHMONT. 
Really I think fo. 


Mrs. HaRtLevy. 


Well — unable to bear either the tyranny of this 
prepofterous fondnefs.any longer, or the intolerable 
heat of his room, | made my efcape the moment 
the cloth was removed; and fhan’t be furprifed, 
if, before the conclufion of the fummer, he is 
brought before his peers, for having murdered his 
poor lady out of downright affection. 


SIDNEY. 


A very uncommon death, Mrs. Harley, among 
people of quality. 


Enter a FOOTMAN. 


FooTMAN #o SIDNEY. 

Lord Winworth, Sir, defires the favour of your 
company above: The perfon is come with the 
writings from the Temple— 

SIDNEY. 


Pll wait upon him immediately. 
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Mrs. HaRLeEy. 


Ay, pray do, you are the fitteft company in 
the world for each other. — If Colonel Rivers 
was of my mind, he’d turn you inftantly adrift, 
and liften to the overtures of Sir Harry Newburg. 


SIDNEY. 
T really believe you have a fancy to me your- 
ielf, you’re fo conftantly abuiing me. [ Exit.] 


Mrs. HARLEY. 
I, you odious creature ! 


Mifs MarRcHMONT. 

Now you mention Sir Harry, my dear, is’nt 
it rather extraordinary for him to think of Mifs 
Rivers, when he knows of the engagements 
between her and Mr. Sidney — efpecially as her 
iL, h h- {i } ey ete t 1 iuld {, yf 
father has fuch an objection to tie wuaneis of 
his character. 


Mrs. Hartevy. 


What you are ftill at your fober reflections, I 
fee, and are for {crutinizing into the morals of a 
lover—The women truly would have a fine time 
of it, if they were never to be married till they 
found men of unexceptionable characters. 


Mifs MarcuMONT. 


Nay, I don’t want to leffen Sir Harry’s merit in 
the leaft, — he has his good qualities as well as 
his faults, —and is no way deftitute of under- 
ftanding ; — but {till his underitanding is a fafhi- 
enable one, and pleads the knowledge of every 
thing right to juftify the practice of many things 
not ftrictly warrantable. 


Mrs, 
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Mrs. Harbtey 


re 


Nhy I never heard ‘any thing to his prejudice; 
but forme fafhionable ibe#kies which he has takeaé 
with the ladies. 


aie es : 
Mifs Marcumonrt. 


And, in the name of wonder, what wou’d you 
defire to hear? 


+ 


Mrs. HARLEY. 


Come, come; Hortenfia, we women are unac- 
countable creatures, the greateft numbet of us 
by much love a fellow for h naving a little modifh 
wildnefs about him; and if we are fuch fools as 
to be captivated with the vices of the men, we 
ought to be punifhed for the depravity of out 
fentiments. | 


Enter Rivers and Lady Berry. 


Rivers. 


I tell you, fitter, they can read the parchments 
very well without our affiftance —and I have 
been fo fatigu’d with looking over pia ipers all the 
morning, that Tam heartily fick of your indent ures 
wi tnefling, your forafmuch’s, likewife’s, alfo’s, 
moreover’s and‘notwithftanding’s, and I muft take 
a turnin the garden to recover ‘myfelf. [ Exit. | 

Lady Berry. 


Nay, l only fp soke, becaufe T it imagin’d our being 


prefent 1 would be more agreeable to Lord Win- 
worth. — But I wonder Sir Harry does’nt come, 
he promifed to beh rere i ten, and I want to fee 
his coufin Cecil mig! 


5 / 
Vi, 
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A 
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 Mils Marcumownr. 
What, Lady Betty, does Mr. Cecil come with 
him here this morning ? 
Lady Berry. 

Efe does, my dear — he arrived at Sir Harry’s 
laft night, and I want to fee if his late journey to 
France has any way improved the elegance of his 
appearance. [tronically. | 

Mrs. Har ey. 

Well, I thall be glad to fee him too ; for, not- 

withitanding his difregard of drefs, and freedom 


of manner — there is a fomething right in him 
that pleafes me prodigioufly, 


Mifs MarcuMonmt, 

A fomething right, Mrs. Harley ! — he is one 
of the worthieft creatures in the world, 

Lady Berry. 

O, Hortenfia, he ought to be a favourite of 
yours, for I don’t know any body who pofiefies 
a higher place in his good opinion. 

Mifs Mareumonr. 

’Twou’d be odd, indeed, if he was’nt a fa- 
vourite of mine — he was my father’s beft friend ; 
—— gave him a confiderable living you know, and, 
when he died, wou’d have provided very kindly 
for me, if your generofity, Lady Betty, had’nt 
tender’d his goodnefs wholly unneceffary. 

Lady Berry. 

Poh! Poh! no more of this. 

Mrs. Harvey. 

I with there was a poffibility of making him 

drefs like a gentleman— But I am glad he comes 
: with 
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ro 


with Sir Harry ; — for though they have a great 
regard for each other, they are continually wrang- 
ling, and form a contraft which is often extremely 


diverting — 


Enter a Footman. 
Sir Harry Newburg and Mr. Cecil, Madam. 


Lady BeTTY. 
O, here they are! Shew them in. [Exit Footm. 


Mrs, HARLEY. 


Now for it! 
Mifs MarcHMONT. 
Huth, they are here. 
Sir HaRRy. 
Ladies your moft obedient. — 
‘CeciL. 


Ah, Girls! — give me a kifs each of you in- 
ftantly. — Lady Betty, 1 am heartily glad to fee 
you: — | have a budget full of compliments for 
you, from feveral of your friends at Paris — 


Lady Barty. 
Did you meet any of them at Paris ? 
CECIL. 


T did, — and, what was worfe, I met them in 
every town I paffed through ; — but the Englifh 
are a great commercial nation, you know, and 
their fools, like their broad cloths, are exported 
in large quantities to: all parts of Europe. 


Sir 


if 


Sir HaRRY. 


What ? and they found you a fool fo much 
above the market price, that they have returned 
you upon the hands of your country ? — Here, 
ladies, is a head for you, piping hot from Paris. 


CrEcIL. 
And. here, ladies, is a head for you, like the 
Alps. 
Sir HARRY. 
Like the Alps, ladies! How do you make that 
out ° 
CECIL. 


Why it’s always white, and always barren; 
*tis conftantly covered with {now, but never Fro” 


duces any thing profitable, 
Mrs. HaRLey. 
© fay no more upen that head, I befeech you. 


Lady BeTry.: 

Indeed; Sir Harry, I think they're too hard 
upon you. 

Mrs. Harvey. 

Why, I think fe too — efpecially my friend 
Cecil, who, with that unfortunate fhock of hair, 
has no great right to be confider’d as a ftandard 
for drefs in this country. 

Ceci. 


Ah, widow, there are many heads in this coun- 
try with much more extraordinary things upon 
them than my unfortunate fhock of hair, as you 
call it: —- what do you think of thefe wings, for 
inftance, that cover the ears of my coufin Mer- 
cury ? G2 Sir 
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the foolifh opinions of any country. 
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Sir Harry. 
Death ! don’t fpoil my hair. 
CrcItL. 


You fee this fellow is fo tortur’d upon the 
wheel of fafhion, that a fingle touch immediately 
throws him into agonies ; — now, my drefs is as 
eafy as it’s fimple, and five minutes —~. 

Sir Harry. 

With the help of your five fingers equips you 

at any time for the drawing-room, — ha! ha! ha! 
Crem 


And is’nt it better than being five hours under 
the paws of your hair-dreffer ? 


Lady Berry, 
But cuftom, Mr. Cecil ! 
CECIL. 


Men of fenfe have nothing to do with cuftom ; 
and ’tis more their bufinefs to fet wife examples 
than to follow foolifh ones. . 


Mrs. HaRLey. 


But don’t you think the world will be apt to 
Jaugh a little, Mr. Cecil ? 


Crcrn, 


I can’t help the want of underftanding among 
mankind. 


Sir Harry. 
The blockhead thinks there’s nothing due to 
the general opinion of one’s country. 
CECIL. 


And none but blockheads, like yoy, would mind 
Lady 
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| Lady Berry, 
Well! Mr. Cecil muft take his own way, I 
think — fo come along, ladies, — let us go into 


the garden, and fend my brothex.to Sir Farry to 
fettle the bufinefs about Theodora. 


Crcin. 


Theodora !— what a charming name for the 
romance of a circulating library. — I wonder, 
Lady Betty, your brother wou’d’nt call his girl 
Deborah, after her grandmother —? 


Mrs. Haruey. 


Deborah! —- OI fhould hate fuch an old fa- 
fhion’d name abominably — 


Cro 


And I hate this new fafhion of calling our 
children by pompous appellations. — By and by 
we fhan’t have a Ralph ora Roger, a Bridget 
or an Alice, remaining’in the kingdom. — The 
dregs of the people have adopted this unaccount- 
able cuftom ; and a fellow who keeps a little ale- 
houfe at the bottom of my avenue in the country, 
has no lefs than an Auguftus- Frederick, a Scipio 
Africanus, and a Matilda- Wilhelmina-Leonora, 
in his family. 


Mrs. Harvey. 


Upon my word, a very pretty ftring of chrif- 
tian names, : 


Lady Berry. 


Well, Sir Harry, you and Mr. Cecil dine with 
us. — Come, ladies, let us go to the garden. 


Mrs. Hartey. 


I pofitively won’t go without Mr. Cecil, for I 
muft have fomebody to laugh at. CEcIL. 
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CECIL. 


And fo muft 3, widow, therefore I won’t lofe 
this opportunity of being in your company, 


{Exeunt ladies, and followed by Ceci., who meets 
Rivers. entering. | 


| CEcIiL. | 
Ah, Colonel, I am heartily glad ta fee you. — 
REVERS. 
My dear Cecil, you are welcome home again, 
nba 1 

There’s my wife kinfman wants a word with 

you. CEZA 
Sir Harry. 

Colonel, your moft obedient: — I am come 
upon the ald bufinefs ; —for unlefs | am allow’d 
to entertain hope of Mifs Rivers, ] thall be the 
moft miferable of human beings. 

RIVERS. 

Sir Harry, [have already told you by letter, 
and I now tell you perfonally, I cannot liften to 
your propofals. 

, Sir Harry. 

No, Sir ? 

RIVERS. 

No, Sir, — I have promifed my daughter to 
Mr. Sidney ; — do you know that, Sirf 

Sir Harry. 

I do; — but what then? Engagements of this 

kind, you know 
Rivers. 
So then, you do know I have promifed her to 


~Mr. Sidney ? 


Sir 
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Sir HARRY. 

Ido; but I alfo know, that matters are not 
finally fettled between Mr. Sidney and you; and 
I moreover know, that his fortune is by no means 
equal to mine, therefore — 

RIVERS. 

Sir Harry, let me afk you one queftion before 

you make ycur confequence. 
Sir HaRRY. 


A thoufand if you pleafe, Sir. 
RIVERS. 

Why then, Sir, let me afk you, what you have 
ever obferved in mé, or my conduét, that you de- 
fire me fo familiarly to break my word: —1 
thought, Sir, you confidered me as a man of 
honour. 

Sir HARRY. 
And fo I do, Sir, a man of the niceft honour. 


RIVERS. 


And yet, Sir, you afk me to violate the fanctity 
of my word — and tell me, indirectiy, that it is 
fny intereft to be a rafcal — 

Sir Prarry. 

I really don’t underftand you, Colonel: —I 
thought, when | was talking to you, I was talk- 
ing to a man who knew the world — and as you 
have not yet figned — 

RIVERS. 

Why, this ismending matters with a witneis! 
— And fo you think, becaufe Iam not legally 
bound, I am under no neceflity of keeping my 
word ! — Sir Harry, laws were never made for 


men of honour; — they want no bond but the 
rectitude 
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rectitude of their own fentiments, and laws are 
of no ufe but to bind the villains of fociety. 
Sir Harry. 

Well! but my dear Colonel, if you have no 
regard for me, fhew fome little regard for your 
daughter. 

RIVERS. 


Sir Harry, I thew the greateft reeard for my 
daughter by giving her to aman of honour; —and 
I muft not be infulted with any farther repetition 
ef your propofals. 


Sir Harry. 

Infult you, Colonel | — is the offer of my al- 
liance an infult ? — is my readinefs to make what 
fettlements you think proper — 

Rivers. : 

Sir Harry, I fhould.confider the offer of a 
kingdom an infult, if it was to be purchafed by 
the violation of my word: — Befides, though 
my daughter fhall never go a beggar to the arms 
of her hufband, I wou’d rather fee her happy than 
rich; and if fhe has enough to provide handfome- 
ly for a young family, and fomething to fpare for 
the exigencies of a worthy friend, | fhall think 
her as affluent as if fhe was miftrefs of Mexico. 


Sir Harry. 
Well, Colonel, I have done; — but I believe— 


RIveEgs. 
Well, Sir Harry, and as our conference is done, 
we will, if you pleafe, retire to the ladies: — I 


fhall be always glad of your acquaintance, though 
I can’t receive you as a fon-in-law, — for a union 
of intereft 1 look upon as a union of difhonour ; 
and confider a marriage for money, at beft, but a 
legal proftitution. [ Exeunt. } 


End of the firft Ae vs AAS 


and Mrss Harte y. 
Mrs. ELAR LEY. 
y ORD, Lord; my dear you're enough to 
gy drive one out of one’s wits. — 1 tell” you, 
again a again, he’s asmuch 1 yours as ever and 
was I in your fituation, he fhou’d be my huiband 
to-morrow mornihg.. 
Lady BetTry. 

Dear Emnty, you miftake the matter franeely. — 
Lord Winworth is no common man, nor wou’d 
he have continu’d ‘his filence fo long upon his 
Favourite fubject, if he had the leaft inclination to 
renew his addreffes. = His ‘pride has juftly taken 
the alarm at my infenfibility, and he will not, I 
am fatished, run thé hazard of another refufal. 


Mrs. HarRtey. 


Why theh; in. the name of wonder; 1 he was 
fo dear tO. you, cou’d you prodigally trifle with 
your own happinefs, and repeated}y refule him ? 


Lady Berry. 


I have cepeatee'y told you, becaufe Iwas a fool, 
E.mmy.—’ Till he withdrew his add: reftes.. | sue 
hot how much I efteemed him; my unhappinefs 
in my fir marriage, you know, made me Jeter. 
again{t, another. —. And you are alfo fenfible I 
have frequently argu’d, that a woman.of. real de- 
licacy fh ‘oud ‘never admit a fecond impreffion on 
her heart. 


D Mes 
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Mrs. HarRrey. 


Yes, and I always thought you argu’d very 
foolifhly. —I am fure I ought to know, for I 
have been twice married; — and though I lov'd 
my firft hufband very fincerely, there was not a 
woman in England who cou’d have made the 
fecond a better wife. — Nay, for that matter, if 
another was to offer himfelf to-morrow, I am not 
altogether certain that I fhould refufe liftening — 


Lady Betry. 
You are a ftrange creature. 


Mrs. HARLEY, 


And are’nt you a much ftranger, in declining 
to follow your own inclinations, when you cou’d 
have confulted them fo highly, to the credit of 
your good fenfe, and the fatisfaction of your whole 
family. —But it is’nt yet too late; and if you will be 
advis’d by me, every thing hall end as happily as 
you can with. | 

Lady Betry. 
"Well, ‘let me hear your advice. 
Mrs. Haruey. 

Why this, then: — My Lord, you know, has 
requefted that you wou’d indulge him with half 
an hour’s private cenverfation fome time this 
morning, 


Lady Berry. 
Well! 


Mrs. Har Ley. 


This is a liberty he has’nt taken thefe three 
months —- and he muit defign fomething by 
it; — now as he can defign nothing but to 
renew his addreffes, I woud advife you to take 
him 


se 
him at the very firft word, for fear your delicacy, 
if it has time to confider, fhou’d again fhew you 
the ftrange impropriety of fecond marriages. 
Lady Berry, 


But fuppofe this. fhould. not be, his, bufineis 
with me? : 


Mrs. Har Ley. 

Why then we'll go another.way to work: — 
I, as a fanguine friend of my Lord’s, can’give 
him a diftant hint of matters, exacting, at the fame 
time, a promife of the moft inviolable fecrecy, and 
affuring him you wou’d never forgive me, ifyou 
had the leaft idea of my having acquainted him 
with fo important a . | 


Lady Betry. 
And fo you wou'd have.me — 


Mrs, ELARL EY. 3 
Why not? — This is the very. ftep I fhou’d 
take myfelf, if 1 was in your fituation, 


Lady Berry. 

May be fo /— But it’s a ftep which I fhall never 
take. — What!.wou’d you.have rhe loft to all 
feeling ? Wou’d you have me meanly make ufe 
of chambermaid artifices for a hufband ? 


Mrs. Har ey? , 
I would only have you happy, my dear: — And 


where the man of one’s heart is at {take I don’t 
think we ought to ftand fo rigidly upon trifles. — 


Lad¥sbgr oy, 


Trifles, Emmy.!, do, you call the laws ‘of ce- 
licacy trifles. — She that violates thefe —— 
D 2 Nir& 
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Mrs. Haruwey, 


Pohi!npoh bh the ‘that viglatés s 22: Whae a worl: 
there is with you fentimental folks, — Why, don’t 
I tell- you that, my. Lord. {hall never know any 
thing of your concern in the defign? 

Lady Berry. 


But fha’at I know it myfelf, Emmy !— and 
how can | efcape the juftice of my own reflections ! 


Mrs. HarLey. 


ICIE 


ently refin’d to make me unhappy. 


Lady Berry. 


change my fentiments, my dear Emmy, 
-—- nor wou'd I, if 1 cou’d : —'Of this, however, b 

certain, that unlefs I have Lord Winworth without 
courtisge him, I fhall never have him at all. — 
But be filent to all thé world upon this matter, 
Y conjure you ; — particularly to Mifg Marchmont: 
for fhe has-been fo ftrenuous an advocate for my 
Lord, thatthe concealment of it from her might 
eive her fome doubts of my friendfhip ; and | 
fhou’d be continually» uneafy for fear my referve 
fhou’d be confider’d as-an indireét infult upor her’ 


* circumftances. 


om 


Mrs. Harreys 


R 

Weil, the devil take. this delicacy ; I don’t 

know any thing it does befides. making people 

miferable: —~ And ‘yet fone how, foolith as it iS, 

one can’t help itking it. — But yonder FE fee Sir 
Harry and Mr. Cecil. 

Lady Berry. 

Let us withdraw, then, my dear; they may, de- 

tain.us; and, “ull this interview is over, I fhall 

be 
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be in a continual agitation’; yet I am ftrangely 
apprehenfive of a, dHappointment, Emmy — and 
if , (going | 

Mrs. HARLEY. 
Lady Betty. 
Lady BETTY, 
What do you fay? : 
Mrs. Harvey. 


Do you ftill think there is any thing extremely 
prepoiterous in fecond marriages ? 


Lady Betty. 
You are intolerably provoxing. — — [Exeunt.] 


Enter CeEcit and Sir Harry. 


CECTL. 


Well, did’nt I tell you the moment you open’d 
this affair to me, that the Colonel was a man of 
too much fenfe to give his daughter to.a cox- 
comb? 

Sir Harry. 
But what if I fhou’d tell you, that his daugh- 
ter fhall be {till mine, and in fpite of his teeth? 
CEciL. 
Prithee expfain, kinfman. 
Sir Harry. 
Why. {fuppofe Mifs Rivers fhould have\ no very 


flrong objectiongto this unfortunate: figure of 
mine? 


CEcIL. 
Why even your vanity can’t think that a 
young lady of her good fenfe can poffibly be in 
love with you? 


Sir 
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Sir H'arRRy. 


What, you think: that-no:lilely circumftance 
I fee? 
Cecry. 


I do really — Formerly, indeed the women 
were fools enough to be caught by the frippery 
of externals, and fo a fellow neither pick’d a 
pocket, nor put up with an affront, he was a 
dear toad —-a fweet ‘creature — and a wicked 
devilis,—-nay the. wicked devil, .was quite ‘an an- 
gel ofa man —)and,) like ie Alexander, in 
proportion to the number of wretches which he 

made, he conftantly,increas’d the duftre of ‘his 
fepueticn — “till at laft, having conquer’d “all 
his worlds, he fat down with that celebrated 
ruffian, and wept becaufe he cow’d commit na 
farther outrages upon fociety. 


Sir HARRY. 

O, my good moralizing coufin, you'll find your- 
felf cur! fedly out in your politics ; and I fhall 
convince you in a few hours, that a handfome 
fuir on the back-of a fprightly young fellow, 
will fill do’ more among the women, than all 
your fentimentand flovenlinefs, — 3 


CECLES 
What, woud you perfuade me that Mifs Rivers 
will go off with you —? 
Sir Harry. 


You have hit the mark.for.once in your life, 
my {weet temper’d mouther of morality — The 
dear Theodora 


GE CLL. 


The dear' Theodora! .andfo, Harry,-you ima- 


gine, that-by the common maxims 01 fafhidnable 
| life, 
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life,: you may appear tobe a friendto the Colo- 
nel, at the very moment you are going to ‘rob 
him of his daughter. — For fhame, kinfman— 
for fhame — have fome pride if you have no 
virtue — and don’t fmile in a man’s face when 
you want to do him the greateft of all injuries. 
—- dont Harry — 


Sir, Harry. 


Cecil, I {corn a bafe aétion as much’ as-you, or 
as muchas any man— but I love Mifs’ Rivers 
honourably. —I afk nothing from: her father ; 
and as her perfon is her own, fhe has a right to 
beftow it where fhe: pleafes. 


CECIL. 


I am anfwered — her perfon is her own — and 
fhe has a right to be miferable her own way. — | 
acknowledge it — and will not difcover your 
fecret to her father. — 


Si Harry. 

Difcover it to her father — why- fure you 
woud’nt. think of it. — Take care Cecil — take 
care —I do, indeed, love you better than any man 
in the world — and I know you have a friendship, 
a cordial friendfhip, for me — but the happinefs 
of my whole life is at ftake, and muft not be de- 
ftroy’d by any of your unaccountable peculiarities. 


CECIL. 


Farry — you know I wou’d at any time rather 
promote your happinefs than obftruét it.— And 
you alfo know, that if [ die without children —you 
fhall have a principal part of my fortune ; — but 
damn it— I-wifh you had nov us’d the-mafk of 
friendfhip to fteal this young Lady away from . 
her relations -e ’tis hard that their good nature 
mutt 


sha ey 2s) 
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mutt. be turn’d.aggink their, peaces.-3 andvhard, 

becaufe her, whole family treat;you; with \negard,,: 
that.you fhou’d offer them the greateft infult ima- 

ginable. 
Sr Harry. 4 : 

Dear.Cecil, J,am,more to.be pity’d tham con-- 
demn’d.in this tranfagtion. + When: I firft endea- 
vour’d to make myfelf agreeable to: Milfs: Rivers; 
J. imagin’d , her family wou'd. readily. countenance 
my addrefles ;,andowhen I. fucceeded -inothat en- 
deavour, [,had. not time 'to,declare myfelf in: form, 
before , her vfather. enter’d into this engagement 
with Sidney. The moment I heard it mention’d, 
I .wroteto; him, offering: himwa carte sblanche's 
and. this, morning a. repetition of my) offer was 
treated..with contempt. -+ I have therefore: been 
fore’d into the meafure youdifapprove fo much— 
but, I hope my.conduét,.in the character jof)the 
fon-in-law, ,will.amply atone for any error in my. 
behaviour, as.daofriend. : ! 

“Ore 1%. 

Well, well, we muft make the beft.of.a bad 
market ; — her.father has no right to. force her 
inclinations ;-—,’tis equally cruel andunjutt; there- 
fore you may depend upon my utmoft endeavours 
not, only to affift, you in carrying her off, but an 
appeafing all, family refentments,—. For really, 
you.are:{o.often, inthe wrong, that one mult ftand 
by you...a,littke when you are-in,the sight; =, fo 
lL ihall be ready, for you,, kinfman. 


Sir “H ary. 
Why, Cecil, this is honeft — this is really 


friendly “= and you fhall abufeé me a whole 
fwelvemonth without my anfwering a fyllable — 


but 


i See ee a ye a0 
but for the prefent 1 muft leave you — yonder 
I fee Mifs Rivers—— we have fome little matters 
to talk of — you underitand me — and now — 
PEXt } 
CEciL. 

For a torrent of rapture and nonfenfe. — What 
egregious puppies does this unaccountable love 
make of young fellows: Nay, “for thar’ matter, 
what egregious puppies’ does it not make of’ old 
ones? —ecce /ignum: —~* Vis a comfort though, 
that no body knows Jvam a puppy in this” refpect 
but myfelf. — Here was I fancying that ail the 
partiality I) felt for poor Hortenfia. Marchment 
proceeded from’ my triendfhip for her father — 
when upon an honeft examination into my own 
heart — I find it principally arifes from my regard 
for herlelf. — 1 was in hopes a change of objects 
would have driven the baggage out of my thoughts, 
=—and I went to France ; + but I am come ldme 
with a fettled refolution of afking her to marry 
a flovenly rafcal of fifty, who is to be fure a very 
likely fwain for a young lady to fall in lave with ; 
— but who knows —the moft fenfible women 
have fometimes ftrange taftes ; — and yet it mutt 
be a-very ftrange tafte, that can poffibly approve 
of my overtures. — T’'ll go cautioufly to work. 
however, — and folicit her as for a friend of 
my own age and fortune; — fo that if fhe refufes 
me, which is probable enough — I fhin’t expofe 
myfelf to her contempt. —- What a ridiculous 
figure 1s an old fool fighing at the feet of a 
young woman. — Zotinds, 1 wonder how the 
grey-headed dotards have the impudence to afk a 
blooming girl of twenty to throw herfelf away 

upon a moving munimy, or a walking fkeleton. 
[ Exit.] 

sa The 


saber, 
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Tie SCENE changes to an Pett ge im - 
sLady Berry's Houfe, 


Enter Lady Berty aud Mrs. Harvey. 


Lady. Betry. 


You can’t think, Emmy, how my fpirits are 
agitated ; — I wonder. what,my Lord can want 
with mes 

Mrs. HARLEY, 

‘Well, well, try and collect yourfelf a little 
he is jutt coming up, —- J muft retire. — Courage, 
my dear creature, this once — and the day’s our 
own, I warrant you. [ Exit. ] 


Enter Winwortu, bowing very low. 


~ Lady Berry. 
ie he is!—- Blefs me, what a flutter. 1 am 
in 
WINWORTH. 
Your eadyiip® s moft obedient. 
Lady Berry. 

‘Won't your Lordihip be feated ° — He feems 
exceflively confus’d. [afae.] cla ta 
WiINWORTH: 

I have taken the liberty, Madam — How fhe 
awes me now Iam alone with’ her’! ‘{a/ide}-. 
Lady rca 
My Lord! 
WiInWwoRTH. 
I fay, Madam, I have taken thé liberty to =" 
Lady 
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Lady Berry. 

I beg, my. Lord, you won’t confider an apolo- 
gy in the leaft — 

WIN WORTH. 

Your Ladythip ‘is extremely obliging — and 
yet Lam fearful) — ‘1g9 UOY 

WadpiBePeqow bz Dotssigs 

I hope your Lordfhip will confider ‘me as 2 
friend, — and therefore lay afide this unneceflary 
ceremony. : 

WINWORTH. 

I do confider you, Madam, as a friend } —- as 
an ineftimable friend — and I am this moment 
come to folicit you upon a fubject of the utmoit 
importance to my “happinets. 

Lady Berry. [afde.] 

Lord ! what is he going to fay ¢ 

WINWORTH. 


Madam ! — 

Lady Berry. 

I fay, my Lord, that you cannot fpeak to me 
on any fubject of importance without engaging 
my greateft attention. 

| WINWORTH. 
You honor me too much, Madam, 


Lady, Berry. 

Not in the leaft, my Lord — for there is not a 
perfon in the world who withes your happineis 
with greater cordiality. 

Ez WInworTu. 
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W-INW.OR THs 
“You, eternally oblige me; .Madany+ and. I 
can now take courage to tell you, that my happi- 
nefs, in a moft material degree, depends’ upon 
your Ladyfhip. 
Lady Betry. 
On me, my Lord? —Blefs me ! 
WINWORTH. 

_XeS,, Madam, on your Ladythip. : 
Rie Lady- Berry. [afde.] : 
Mrs. Harley was right, and I thall fink with 

confufion. : ; 

, WiINWORTH: | 
*Tis on this bufinefs, Madam, Ihave taken 
the liberty of requefting the prefent: interview, 

--and as I find your Ladyfhip fo generoufly 

ready — 

Lady Berry. 102 | 
Why,;°my Lord,» ] muft confefs— I fay, I 
muft acknowledge, my I.ord, — that-if your hap= - 
pinefs. depends upon me — I fhould not be very” 
much pleas’d to fee you miferable. 
WIN WORTH, 
=¥ our Ladyfhip is benignity itfelf; — butvas! I 
want words to exprefs my fenfe of this obligation 

— I fhall proceed at once to my requeft, nor 

trefpafs upon your patience by an ineffectual com- 

pliment.to your generofity. 


: Lady Betty, 
If you pleafe, my Lord. 
Win worTHS 
Then, Madam, my requeftis, vthat I mayhave 
your confent — 


Lady 


A. €2O0¢M-E-D» Y. 29 
Lady Berry. 
This i is fo fudden, my Lord ! — fo Raat a: 


WINWORTH. 


Why, Madam, it is fo; — yet, if,l:cou’d but 
engage your acquiefcence — I might ftill think 
of a double union on the day which makes my 
coufin happy— 

Lady Berry. 

My Lord —T'really don’t know how to an- 
fwer : — Does’nt your Lordfhip’ think this is ra- 
ther precipitating matters ? 


WINWORTH. 

No man, Madam, ‘can be too fpeedy in pro- 
moting his happinefs : — If, therefore, I might 
prefume.to hope for your concurrence] woud’nt 
altogether — | 


Lady Berry. 

My concurrence, niy: ‘Lord! — fince it is fo 
effentially neceffaryto your peace] cannot refule 
any-longer. — Your-great merit wall juftify fo im- 
mediate! a compliance — and | {hall ftand excus’d 
of all. — ine 


WiInworRTH.’” 
‘Then, Madam, I don’t defpair of the mid 5 
BS Lady Berry. 

‘My Lord? i gave 
WINWORTH, 

I know your Ladyfhip ‘can eafily prevail upon 
her to overlook an Titik! punctilio, and 
therefore — | , 


Lady, Basi ay : 
“The Lady;smy Lords? 


“WAINWOR TH. 
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WiINWORTH. 


Yes; Madam; Mifs’Marchmone: if fhe’ finds 
my addreffes fupported by your Ladyfhip, will, 
in all, probability, be eafily induc’d to receive 
them, — and then, your Ladyfhip knows — 


Lady Betty. 
Mifs Marchmont ! my Lord ! 
WINWORTH: 


- Yes, Madam, Mifs Marchmont. — Since. your 
final difapprobation of thofe hopes which J was 
once prelumptuous enough to entertain of calling 
your Luadyfhip mine, the anouifh of a rejected 
paftion has render’d me inconceivably wretched, 
and Ifee no way of mitigating the feverity of my 
fituation, but in the efteém of this amiable woman, 
who knows how tenderly I have been attach’d to 
you, and whofe eoodnefs will induce her, lam 
well convine’d, to alleviate, as much as poffible, 
the greatnels of my difappointmenit. 


- Lady BetrTy. 
Your Lordthipis undoubtedly right in your opis 


nion — and f am infinitely concern’d’ to “have 
been the involuntary caule of uneafinefs to yous 
— but Mifs Marchmont, my rue, ek will 
merit youratmolt — * - 
WiN WORTH, 
I know fhe will;, Madam -—= and it rejoices me 
to ice you fo highly pleas’d with my intention... 


Lady Berry, 
_O; 1 am_quite delighted with: ist 


| WiAinworTtH. 


I. knew I Pisa pleafe you by it, — 
Lady 
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Lady, Berry. 
You-ean’t imagine how you have pleas’d me! 


WINWORTH. 

How noble is this goodnefs ! -— Then, Madam, 
Tmay expect your Ladythip will be my advocate ? 
— The injuftice. which fortune has done Mifs 
Marchmont’s merit, obliges me.to.act with a 
double degree of circum({peétion ; — for, when 
virtue is unhappily plung’d into difficulties, ’tis 
entitled to. an aditional fhare of veneration. 


Lady Brrry. (afde.} 
How has my folly undone me ! 


WiINWORTH:. 


I will not trefpafs any longer upon. your Lady~ 
fhip’s leifure, than juft to obferve, that though I 
have folicited your friendfhip on this oceafion, I 
muft, neverthelefs, beg you will not be too much 
my friend. — I know Mifs Marchmont would 
make any facrifice to oblige you ; — and if her 
gratitude fhould appear in the: leaft concern’d, —~ 
This. is.a nice: point, my dear lady Betty, and I 

muft not wound the peace of any perfon’s bofom, 
to recover the tranquility of my own. _ [Exit.] 


Enter Mrs. Harty, whofpeaks. 
Well, my dear, is it all.over ? 
Lady Berry. 
[tis all over indeed, Emmy. 


Mrs. Hariey. 


But whiy that forrowful tone — and melancholy 
countenance? Muft?nt I,with you joy ? 


Lady 
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Lady Berry. 

O, 1 am the moft miferable woman “in the 
world! — Would you believe it ?>— The bufi- 
nefs of this interview was to requeft my inteéreft in 
“his favour with Mifs Marchmont, 


Mrs. Har rey. . 
With :Mifs Marchmont ! — Then there is not 
ene atom of fincere affection in the univerfe. 
Lady Betry. 
As to that, I have reafon to think his fenti- 
ments for me are as tender as ever. 


Mrs. Harvey. 
He gives you a pretty proof of his tendernefé, 


truly, when he afks your affiftance to: marry ano- 
ther woman. 


Lady Berry. 
Had you but feen his confufion, — 


Mrs. Harvey. 

He might well be confus’d, when, after court- 
ing you thefe three years, he cou’d think of ano- 
ther, and that too at'the very moment in which 
you were ready to oblige him. 


Lady Berry. 

There has been a fort of fatality in the affair 
-—- and | am punifh’d but too juftly: — The wo- 
man that wants candour, where fhe is addrefs’d 
by a man of merit, wants a very effential virtue, 
and fhe who can delight in the anxiety of a wor- 
thy mind, is little to be pitied when fhe feels the 
fharpeft {tings of anxiety in her own. 

Mrs. Hariety, 

But what do you inténd to do with’ régard to 
this extraordinary requeft of Lord Winworth ;— 
will you really fuffer him-to marry Mifs*March- 
mont? Lady 
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Lady» Berry. | 
Wyswhatecan-E do? Lf atewas improper for 
me; befere I. Knew-eny: thing of his defien tneree 
gard.to- Mifs Marehmont,: to infinuate the jeaft 
defire of hearing his again on the tubyect of: his 
heart, "tis doubly improper now, when I fee he 
-has. turn’d "~ thoughts. on reat weman, and 
wheh this woman, befides, is one, of ry. molt 
valuable te | 
Mirs: Fi aRLEY 
Well, courage, Lady Betty — we arent, yet.in 
a defperate ficuation — Mifs Marchmont loves 
you—as hertelf ~-and woud’ nt, I dare fay, accept 
thecfirfbeman in the>world, if ir eave’ your the 
leaft vneafinefsy+Pileo to her, therefore, « this 
very moment — tell her “at once how the cafe is — 
and my life for it, her obligations to you. 


Ladyn, BERT MA ty 

Stay, Emmy — I, conjure you, ftay — and, as 
you value.my peace of mind; be forever filentjon 
this fubject, — Mils Marchmont has, .no obliga- 
tions to mé ;—fince our acquaintance } have been 
the ‘only perfon oblig’d; fhe has given .me,..a 
power of ferving the worthiett young creature in 
the world, aad fo -fa® has laid me under the 
ereateft obligation: §) 

“Mrs ELAR LEY: 
Why; my dear 


Lady Berry. 


But fappofe'T could be mean’ enough to thiik: 
an apartment in’my houfe, ‘a place in. my chariot, 
a feat at my table, and a littlesaninuity, in cafe of 
my deceafe, were, obligations, ,.when Lecontifiu 
ally enjoy. {uch ah: appinefs as sherdriendfhip; asi 
her company. --,Do you. mans they are obligas 
tions which fhould make a woman of her fine 
7 in fenfe, 
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fenfe, reject the moft amiable man, exifting, efpe+ 
cially in her circumitances, where *he has the ad- 
ditional recommendation of an_ clevated rank 
and an ‘affluent fortune: —“This wou’d~be ex+ 
acting intereft with a witnefs for trifles ; and, 
inftead of having any little merit to claim from 
my behaviour to her, I fhou’d be the moft in- 
exorable of all ufurers. 


Mrs. LIAR LEY. 
Well, but fuppofe Mifs Marchmont fhou’d not 


Nike my Lord? 


Lady Berry. 
Not lke him — why will you fuppofe an im- 
pofibility ? 
Mrs. HARLEY. 
But let us fuppofe it for argument fake. 
Lady Berry. 

Why I cannot fay but it wou’d pleafe me 
above all things : — For ftill, Emmy, I am a wo- 
man, and. feel this unexpected misfortune with 
the keeneft fenftbility: — It kills me to think of 
his being another’s, but if he muft, I wou’d ra- 
ther fee him her’s than any woman’s in the uni- 
verfe. — But I’ll talk no more upon this fubject, 
"rill 1 acquaint her with his propofal; and yet, 
Emmy, how fevere a trial muft I go through. 

Mrs. HARLEY. 
Ay, and you moft richly deferve it.” [Exennt.} 


End of ihe fecond A. cer. 
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S:C.E.N E, Lady Bernry's.Garden. 


Sir Harry, Mifs Rivers, end SaLiys, crofs atthe 
head of the ftage; Colonel Rivers obferving them, 


Rivers! 
N_ clofe converfation with Sir Harry this half 
ele at the remoreft part of the garden. — 
Why, what am J to think of all thiss—— Does?nt 
fhe know T have refus’d him:——Does’nt fhe know 
herfelf eneag ad to, Sidney * — There’s. fomething 
mean and pit iful in fuipicion :— But ftiil there 
Is fomething that: alarms me jin pe s affair; and 
who knows. -how, far the. happinefs. of PY, senile 
may be at ftake. — Women, :fter all, are ftrange 
things ; — they have more PAR than we generally 
‘allow them — but they have alfo more vanity.— 
*Tis’nt tor wont of underitanding they’ erry'— 
but through an infatiable love of flattery. — They 
know very weil when they are committing ’a 
fault, but deftruction wears fo bewitching storm, 
that Hel rebel againft ats fenfe of their‘own 
conyiétion — at never trouble themfelves about 
confequences til they are ‘meta Y undone.—But 
here they come, — 1 don’t like this jiftening :—. 
Yet the meannefs,of the action muft for once be 
juftified, by the necefiity. 
[ Retires bebind a clump of trees. | 


Enter Mifs Rivers, Sir Harry, and Sauiy. 
Mifs Rivers. 

Indeed, Sir Harry, you bp brag me veryunjufily. 
— I feel the refufal which my father has given you 
feverely. — Neverthelefs I muft not confent to 
your propofal.—An elopement woud, Iam fure, 
F 2 break 
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break his heat, and‘ aschev1s wholly ignoran¢ 
of my ‘partiality for you=+ b cannot accufe him, 
of unkindneis. 


Rivers, Bebind, 
Sotofol fotfod 
Sir Fag ry! 
Why then, my dear Mifs Rivers, woud*nt you 


give me leave to mention the prepofleffion with 
which a you honour me, to‘the old’ Gentlentan’s 


RIVERS. 

The old Gentleman — 

Milfs Rivers. 

Becaufe I was in hopes my father wou’d have 
hiften’d to your application, without putting me 
to. the painful neceffity of acknowledging my 
saumepts in your favour; and becaufe I fear’d 
that uniefs the application was approv’d, on ac- 
count of it’s intrinfic generofity, t there was no- 
thing which cou’d poflibly work tipon the firmnefs 
of his temper. 

RIVERS. 

Well faid, daughter ! | 

SALLY. 

The firmnefs of your father’s temper, Madam |, 
— The obftinacy you fhou’d fay | —- Sir Harry, 
as I live and breathe, there is’nt fo obftinate, 
fo _perverfe, and fo peevith an old’ devil tn all 
England, | 

RIVERS, 

Thank you, Mrs. Sally. 

Mifs RIVERS, 

Sally, Tsinfitt: that, when, you; fpeak ‘of my. 
father, you always fpeak of. him,with reipect. — 
*Tis’nt your knowledge of fecrets. which fhall jufti- 


fy, thefe; freedoms ; — for I wou’d rather every 
| | thing 
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thi ng was: difcovered. this. minute than hear him 
mention’d with fo impudentia familiarity by his 
fervants. 

SALLY. 


Well, Madam, I beg pardon ;+-but. you know 
the Colonel, where he once Weverinines 5, 1s never 
to -bealter’d.; —-fosthat call this fteadinefs of 
temper by what name you pleafe — ’tis likely to 
make you. milerable, unlefs won embrace the 
prefent oppor rtunity, and go off, like a woman of 
{pirit, with the object of your affections. 


Rivers. 
What .a damn’d jade it is! 
Sir HARRY: 
Indeed, my dear Mits Rivers, Sally advifes you 


} 


like a true ey — and I am fatisfy’d your own 
good fenfe mult fecretl ly argue on her fide the 
queftion.—The 0 only alternative yout nav ve, is to fly 
and be happy — or flay and be miferable: You 


a> 4 


have yourfelf a acknowlede’d, my ever adorable. — 


RIVERS: 


Be fay, Madam,.,you have yourfelf acknow- 
Jed pe whatfoever of work- 


’d, that aM as eis no 
ing v upo on the Colonel’s 
him with our mutual aff Bion -— On the contra- 
ry, ‘tis likely, that had he the leatt fufpicion of my 
being honour’d with your regard, he wou’d drag 
you inftantly to his favourite Sidney, who is fo 
utterly infenfible ‘of your ‘merit, + and who, 
he has a paffion for any body, islam shure sie 
devoted to Mifs Marchmont. . 


ho 
te ntlernels, by acqui ainting: 
fie 


REVERS 


FALSE 
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R vibRisy 


TUT 


Why whata lye has the'rafceal trump’d up here 
againit poor Sidney ? 
had af 


Milfs Rivers. 
Dear Sir Harry, what wou’d you have me do? 
Rivers, 
There ! — Her deat Sir'Harry ! 
Sir Harry. 
My ever. adorable Mifs Rivers = 


Rivers, 
No, fhe can’t ftand thefe ever adorables, 


Sir Harry, 


This. excefs of. filial affe@tion::is extremely 
amiable: — but it ought by no means to render 
you forgetful of what is due to yourfelf, =+ Con- 
fider, Madam, if you have been treated with 
tenderne!s, you have repaid that tendernefs with 
duty, and have fo far difcharg’d this mighty 
obligation t 

Rivers. 
4A pretty method of fettling accounts truly t 
Mifs Rivers, 
~ Don’t, my dear Sir Harry, fpeak in this neg- 
Eeent manner of my father. 
RIVERS, 
Kind, creatures 
Sit Tarr y. 


From what T have urg’d you mutt fee, Madam; 
that though you are fo ready to facrifice your peace 
for your father, he féts “a greater value, upon a 
trifling promife’ thaa upon ‘your happinefs : — 


Judge, 
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Judge, therefore, whether his repofe fhould be 
dearer to you, than your own; and judge too 
whether to prevent the breach of his word, you 
fhou’d vow eternal tendernefs to a man you muft 
eternally deteft, and violate even your veracity 
to. kill the object of your love ? 


Mifs Rivers. 


Good heav’n, what fhall Ido? 


* 


SALLY. 
Do — Madam — go off to be fure. 


RIVERS. 
I’]] wring that huffey’s head off. 
Sir Harry. 


‘On my knees, Madam, let me beg you will 
confult your own happinefs, and, in your own, the 
happinefs of your father. 


RIVERS. 
Ay, now he kneels, ’tis all over, 


Sir Harry. 


The Colonel, Madam, has great fenfibility, 
and the’ confcioufnefs that he himfelf has been 
the caufe of your unhappinefs will fill him with 
endlefs regret ; — Whereas, by efcaping with me, 
the cafe will be utterly otherwife. — When he fees 
we are infeparably united, and hears with how 
unabating an afliduity I labour to merit the 
bleffing of your hand, a little time will necefiarily 
make us friends; and I haye great hopes that, 
before the end of three months, we fhall be the 
favourites of the whole family. 


. RIVERS: 
You'll be curfedly miftaken though. — 
| Sir 
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Sir Harry. 
But fpeak, my dear Mifs Rivers --- fpeak and 
pronounce my rate. 
Mifs Rivers. 
Sir Harry, you have convine’d me. — 
RIVERS. 
Ay; I. knew be,wou'd. 
Mifs Riv ers, 

ye d i-provide ed-you here give;me’a folemm afiu- 
rance;° that the moment we até matriéd youowill 
employ every poflible method of effecting a recon- 
ciliation.—— . 

Sir HAR R y¥. 

You confent to go off with me the actt. oppor- 
tunity —a thoufand thanks, my dangel, for this ge- 
herous conde{cenfion, — and when+— 

Milfs Rivers. 

There is no occafion for profeflions, Sir Harry; 
1 rely implicitly on your tendernefs and your 
honour, — 3° 

SALL Ws 

Dear Magan. you, have tranfported your poor 

Sally by this noble refolution. 
Rivers. 

L.dare fay fae has— butt may. chance to. cool 

your, tranfport, in a,horfe- pond. — 
Mifs-Raviers. 

Tam obhig’ dto you) Sallyy for che’ part vou take 
in my affairs, and ‘T ‘purpole thar you fall be the 
companion’ of ‘my flight. 

TAL be 3 


Shall I,. Madam! -—.you are too good and 1 
am fure.I) fhoud’nt, like to live an my oldsmafter’s 


- nr Ir pat ss r > ope ah 
houfe, when you are.our of the family. 


PAs we 
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RiIveERs. 
Don’t be uneafy on'that account, 


Sir Harry. 

Suffer me now, my dear Mifs Rivers, fince you 
have been thus generoufly kind, to inform you, 
that a coach and fix will be ready pundctually ‘at 
twelve, at the fide of the little paddock, at the back 
of Lady Betty’s garden. —- There’s a clofe walk, 
you know, from the garden to the place, and V’ll 
meet you at the fpot to.conduct you to the coach. 

Mits Rivers. 

Well, I am ftrangely apprehenfive, — but I'll 
be there. +- However, ’tis now high. time for us 
to feparate, — my father? s eyes are generally every 
where — and I am impatient, fince it is determin- 

ed —- “ill our defign is executed. 


Rivers. 
®, I don’t in the jieaft doubt it. — 
| Sir’ Harry. 
Till twelve then, farewell my charmer. — 
Milfs Rivers. 


You do what you will with me. — 

[ Exeunt feparately. 
Rivers comes forward. 

You do what you will with me! Why what a 
fool, what an idiot was I — ever to fuppofe T had 
a daughter. —- From the moment of her bitth — 
to this curfed hour; 1 have labour’d, I) have toil’d 
for her happiness and now, when I fancy’ dmyfelf 
fure of her tend’reft affection, fhe cafts me off for 
ever. By and by, —I fhall have this fellow 
at my feet, entreating my forgivenefs ; and the 
world will “Hing me an unfeeling fetin fe, if T 
don’t give him my eftate, as a rev ward for having 
blatted my deareft expectations. — The world 
G will 
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will think it ftrange that I fhou’d not promote his 
felicity, becaufe he has ‘utterly deftroy’d-mine ; 
and my dutiful daughter will/be! furpriz’d, if the 
tender ‘ties of: nature)are not:ftridtly regarded in 
my. conduct, though’ fhe. -has,. violated the, moft 
facred of them all in her own. — Death and hell’ 
who wou’d be.a father ? — There is yet one way 
left, —- and, if that.fails, —.why, I never had a 
daughter: — ae arewi? 34 


The 3CEN E, changes to an Apartment. 
Enter Mifs MarcuMont and CECIL. 
? Mifs MarRcHMONT: 
Nay, now Sir, I muft tax you with; unkind- 
fiefs; -+ know-fomething that may, poffibly, be of 
confequence to my welfare, — and yet decline to 


tell.me! — Is this confiftent with the ufual friend- 
fhip which I have met with from Mr. Cecil? 
Crt en: re 


_Look’ye, Hortenfia, ’tis becaufe I fet a very 
great.value on your efteem, that I find this unwill- 
ingnefs to explain myfelf. . 

Mifs MarcHMONT...34;. >) 

Indeed, Sir, you grow every moment more and 
more. myiterious. — 

. , Cecits cm | ye 
- Well then, Hortenfia, if 1 thought you woud’nt 
be offended — I— 
Mifs MarcHMONT. 

{am fure,:Sir, you will never fay any thing to 
sive mea reafonable caufe ‘of offence. — I know 
your kindnefs for me too well, Sir. — | 
pas | CECIL. en 

Where is the need of Sirring me at every word ? 
-» I defire you will lay afide this ceremony, and 

ATW treat 
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treat me-with the,fame freedom. you do every, body 
elfe ;, 4, thefe Sirs.are,fo cold, and fo diftant. 19 
| shqMifscMiarenimoes titich ym bas 

Indeed; Sir, 1 can’t foveafily lay afide my nefpect 
as you ‘imagine, ford have’ long confideridiyou, as 
a fathers (2: | PY mos to 76} 
: geld PieoKes he 30D VOW only 

_Asoa father! — but ‘that’s @ light in ‘which 
don’t want to be confider’d. — As a father tné 
deed, — O fhe’s likely to think me a proper huf- 
band for her, I can fee that already.’ [a/fdep>* 

Mifs MarcHMONT. no 

“Why not, Sir ? — ‘your years, — your friencfhip 
for my father, and your partiality for me, fufh- 
ciently ‘juftify the propriety of my/epithet. — 

e Ceci. [afde.} 

My. years! —- Yes, I thought my years would 
be an invincible obftacle. | 

| Mifs MarcHMONT. 

But pray, Sir, — to the bufinefs upon*which 
you wanted to fpeak with me: — You don’t com 
fider Iam all this time upon the rack of my 
fex’s curiofity, — 


ek ta 


CECIL. f 

Why then, Hortenfia, --- I will proceed to the 
bufinefs --- and a{k you, in’ one word, --- if you 
have any: difinclination to be married? Af 

: Mifs MaRCHMONT. 

This is proceeding to bufinefs indeed, Sir,— 
but. ha--- ha --- ha! pray, who have:you défign’d 
me as a hufband?., ado! 

Cr ott 
Why, what do you think of a man about my 
age! Hen Gol i 
G 2 | Mifs 
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Mifs Marcumownr. 
Of your.age, Sir? 
Crorn. 
Yes; ‘of ny age 2.” 


Mails MARCH MONT. 
Wey, Sir, what wou’d you advife me to think 
of him? 
se Ceo, 
That is’nt the queftion, for all your arch fig- 
nificance of manner, Madain. 
Mifs MarcuMONT, 
O lam fure you wou’d never recommend. him 
to me as a hufband, Sir, 
Crcit, 
--- So! '--- and why not pray ? 
Mifs MarcuMonrt, 
Becaufe lam fure you have too greata regard 
for me. 
Crecrt, 
She gives me rare encouragement. [e/ide] --- But 


do you imagine it impoffible for {uch a hufband 
to love you very tenderly ? 


Mils MarcuMonr. 


No --- Sir, --- But do you imagine it poffible 
for me to love him>very tenderly, -- You fee I 
have caught your own franknefs, Sir, --- and an- 
{wer with as much eafe as you queftion me. 

Cecrn. [afide] | 

How lucky it was that Idid not open’ myfelf 
directly to: her. +-~ OlvT fhould’ have ‘been ‘motft 
purely. contemptible. 

Mis 


Ay €6.98M -Bi -D” Y. Ag 
Mis: MArcumonr. 
But pray, Sir; — have ‘you;*in’ ‘reality, any 
meaning by thefe queftions ? — Is there actually 
any body who has {poken to you.on~my-account ? 


Janis a ae 
Hortenfia, there is a fellow, .a very foolith fel- 
low, for whom I have fome value, that entertains 
the fincereft affection for you. 


Mifs Marcumonrt. 
Then, indeed, Sir, Iam very, unhappy;-——for 
} cannot encourage the addreffes, of any body. 


Ceci. 
No? 


Mifs MarcuMmonrt. 

O, Sir! I had but two friends in the:world, — 
yourfelf and Lady Betty, —andI am, with juftice, 
apprehenfive, that neither will confider me long 
with: any degree of regard: — Lady Betty has a 
propofal from Lord Winworth of the famé nature: 
with yours, in which I fear fhe will {tronely in- 
tereft herielf,; —- and I muft be under the painful 
neceffity of difobliging you -both,; from an utter 
impoffibility of liftening to either of your recom- 
mendations. 


7 yy@CRei i. . 
{ tell'you, ,Hortenfia,>not:to alarny yourfelf, 
Mifs Marcu MONT. 

Dear Sir, IT have always confider’d you with 
reverence, and it would! make me inconceivably 
wretched if you imagin’d -E. wasiadiuatedupon this 
occafion .by~ any, riditulous..fingularity, sof: fenti- 
ment. —- | wou’ddo much to pleateryou, +s iand I 

»icarcely know what I fhou’d refufe to Lady Betty’s 
requett ; 
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requeft ; — but, Sir, though’it diftrefles me ex- 


ceedingly to diféover it; anf mutt tell: yourk mere 
not a heart to difpofe of. : 


Crperby 
How’s ‘this ? 
Mifs MarcHMONT. 


At the, fame. time, I muft, however, tell you, 
that: my. affections are {fo plac’d as to make it.wholly 
impoflable for.me.ever to change my fituation.’— 
Thisjacknowledgment of a prepoffeffion, Sif, may 
be inconfaftent with the nice referve which is proper 
for myfex,—but itis neceflary to juftify mé in.a 
cafe where my. gratitude might be reafonably fuf- 
pectedj,and when Lrecoll eét to whom it is made, I 
hope it will be doubly entitled to an excufe. 


CEeLin 
Your candour,.Hortenfla, needs no_ apology, 
-— but as you, have trufted.me thus,;far with your 
fecret; -— may’nt;I know. why. you, can have no 
profpect.of beingnunited. to. the object of Your 
affections ? 


Mus .Marcumonr. 

Bsc ecaufe,,Sir, he is engae’d to a moft deferv- 
em ing Jady, and will ihe married té her in a 
foc lays :;+-_In. fhort,’ Mr... Sidhey 1s the man 
for whom Lentertain)this fecret, partiality ; — You 
fee,. therefore, ,that.. my, partiality 11s hopelefs ;.— 

but iyou fee, at. the fame time,. how. utterly im- 
proper it;would) be for me.to give ‘a lifelefs hand 
to another,.yhile he is entirely mailer of “my af: 
feGtiogs. =- leaeaun ld be a meannels,, of which” es 
think myJelf,incapable ; and I fhau’d be quite n= 
worthy, the -honour of any deferving, hand, if, “cit 
cumftanc’d in this manner, I cou’d i balely. ftoop to 
accept It CrciL. 


A> fC Op Me Ee D-‘Y.. ay 
Gz.C.Hh. 


ov Youtinteteft ‘mer ftrangely in your ftory, Hor- 
tenfia: — But has Sidney any idea,t-—... 


Mifs MarcHMONT. 

None in the leaft. — Before the -match,, with 
Mifs Rivers was in agitation, he.made addrefles to 
me, though privately ; and, I muft own, his ten- 
dernefs, join’d to his good qualities, foon gave me 
imprefions.in his favour. — But, Sir, Twas: a ‘poor 
orphan, wholly dependant upon the generofity of 
others, and he was a younger brothér of ’ fa- 
mily, great in his birth, but contraéted'“in his 
Circum{tances. — What cou’d I do? — It was not 
jn my power to make his fortune, — and I had too 
much pride, or too much affection, to think of 
deftroying it. 

Ge 04 

You are a good girl, — a very good girl; — 
but furely if Lady Betty knows any thine of this 
matter, there can be no danger of her recommend- 
ing Lord Winworth fo earneftly to your: atten- 
tion. — 

! Mifs MarR CH MONT. 

There, Sir, is my principle misfortune. — 
Lady Betty is, of all perfons, the leaft’ proper 
to be made acquainted with it. — Her heart-is 
in the marriage between Milfs Rivers and Mr. 
Sidney ; and, had fhe the leaft idea of my fenti- 
ments for him, or of his inclination for me, I-am 
pofitive it would immediately frufttate the match. 
~— On this account, Sir, 1 have ‘carefully con- 
ceal’d the fecret of my wifhes,— and, on’ this 
account, I muft ftill continue to conceal’ it. — 
My. heart (hall break before it fhall‘be worthlefs ; 


im and 
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— and I fhou’d deteft myfelf for ever, if I was cas 
pable of eftablifhing my own peace at the expence 


of my bengfactrefs’s firt with, and the defire of 
her whole family. 


Ceci 


Zounds, what can be the mattef with my 
eyes! — 


Mifs Markcumonr. 

My life was mark’d out early by calamity; — 
and the firft light I beheld was purehas’d with the 
lofs of sa mother. — The grave fnatch’d away the 
beftof fathers, juft as I came to know the value 
of fuch a bleffing ; —- and had’nt it been for the 
exalted goodnefs of others, I, who once expe 
rienc’d the unfpeakable pleafure of relieving the 
neceffitous, had myfelf, perhaps, felt the immes 
diate want of bread; —~and thal] ] ungratefully 
iting the bofom which has thus benevolently 
cherifh’d me ? — Shall I baiely wound the peace 
of thofe who have refen’d me from defpair, — 
and flab at their tranquility, in the very moment 
they honour me with protection ? — O, Mr. 
Cecil! they deferve every facrifice which I can 
make. — May the benignant hand of Providence 
fhower endlefs happinefs upon their heads; and 
may the fweers of a ftill-encreafing felicity be 
their portion, whatever becomes of me! 

Cetin, 

Hortenfia, ~~ Tcan’t flay with you, + My eyes 
are exceedingly painful of late; + what the devil 
can be the matter with them? But, let me tell 
you betore I go, that you: fhall be happy after all; 
—— that you fhall, I promife you; — but I fee 
Lady Betty coming this way «— and. | cannot 
fnterinto explanations, — yet, do you hear, — 
| don’t 


AA TOS Mee Da t..- x 


con’t aR Lam angry. withyou for refufing my 


é 1 


7 1 9 i : a; af gater: 
friend, don’t iuppoie fuch, a thin 1S, 1 charge 
s qh Lat bugga gee i 

you; — + Fort has too much pride.to force nea 


felf upon ae worm lan, and too much humanity te 
make any woman miferable.-—H 


oolith fellow, and it does'nt { Genify —  [Exiz, | 


> heGd Ae zs 
€ 1S, DE il Ges. a very 


miter LADY BETTY. 
Lady. Bemry. 

We il, my dear: Hortenfia, L/amcome a®ain to 
afk you what you deukal of. Lord -Winworth, — 
We. were, Interry ipted before, ——- andl »want; 
as foon as poflible, forthe reafon IL -hinted,. to 
know, your Pe opinion of him. 

) ifs MarcuMONnrT. 

You:have +a known my real opinion of him; 
Lady Betty. You know I alw: ays thought him 
a very amiable man. 

| Lady Berry. [with impatience. | 

Do ‘you think him an BG ERS man? 

» Mus. MarcHMonr. . 
The w whole world thinks as I do inthis refpect;- ~ 
Lady Berry. 
Ay, fhe loves him, “tis plain 5, and there. is no 


hope after this declarati ton ---[ afide Ie - His Lord- 
fhip merits your good opinion, [ affure you, Mils 


Marchmiont, 
Mifs.. Marcumon Tr: *[afde-] 

Yes;:lfeeiby:this ceremony ‘tharthe is offended 

at my coolnefs.to'the-propofal 
Lady BeTry. 

Ihave hinted to you, Mus Marc hmont, that 

ry Lord requefted T would exert my. little intereft 

W ith youin his favour. 


a de 
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Mifs MarcHMonrT. 
The little intereft, your Ladythip has with me, 
--- the little intereft. 


Lady Berry, 
Don’t be difpleas’d with me, my dear Horten- 
fia, --- 1 know my intereft with you 1s confiderable. 
---I know you love me. 


Mifs MarcumontT: 

I wou’d facrifice my life for you, Lady Betty : 
For what had that life been without your gene- 
rofity —? 

Lady Berry. 

If you love me, Hortenfia, never mention ary 
thing of this ‘nature. 

Mifs Marcumonr. 

‘You are too good. — 


Lady Berry. 

Butto my Lord Winworth.—— He has earneftly 
requefted I would become his advocate with you. 
— He has entirely got the better of his former 
attachments, and there can be no doubt of his 
making you an excellent hufband. 


Mifs MarcuMmonrT. 

His Lordfhip does me infinite honour, — never- 
thelefs —— 

Lady Berry. [eagerly] 

Neverthelefs, what, my dear ? 

Milfs Marcumont. 

{ fay, motwithftanding 1 think. myfelf . highly 
honour’d by his fentiments in my favour ; —.’tis 
utterly impoflible for me to,return his affection. 
ILady 


A O;,QcM: Be Day. 5k 
Lady Berry. [furprized. } 
Empoffible for you to return his affection! 


Mifs Marcumont. [a/fide.} 

I knew what an intereft fhe wou’d take: in this 
affair. 

Lady Betry. 

And do you really fay you can’t give him a fa- 
vourable anfwer * — How fortunate ! [aftde.} 

Mifs Marcumont. * 

I do, my dear Lady Betty,—F can honour, Iocan 
reverence him; —but I cannot feel that tendernefs 
for his perfon, which I imagine to be neceflary both 
for his happinefs and my own. 

Lady BreTrTy. 

Upon my word, my dear, you are extremely 
difficult in your choice, and ifs Lord Winworth 
is not capable of infpiring you with tendernefs — 
I don’t know who is likely to fucceed ; for, in 
my opinion, there is not a man in England poftel- 
fed of more perfonal accomplifhments. 

Mifs MaRcHMONT. ~ 

And yet, great as thefe accomplifhments are, 
my. dear Lady Betty, they never excited your 
tendernefs. — At 
Lady Berry. 

Why, all this is very true, my dear, —— but, 
though I felt no tendernefs, — yet I —to be fure, 
I — that is — I fay, neverthelefs. — This,is be- 
yond my hopes. | afide..| 

MifSé Marcumont. (afide:} 

She’s diftrefs’d that I decline the propofal. — 
Her friendthip for us both is generoufly warm — 
and fhe imagines [am equally infenfible to his 
merit, and my own intereit. 


H 2 Lady 
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Lady Berry. 


' a wv et my dear, I fee Sau emotion «and J 
| hea rtily beg-your pardon for { faying fo. much. — 
I fhou’d be inexp rei bly concern’d if J thought 
ae ou made any ni facrifice on this occafion to me. — 
My Lord, to be fure, pofiefles avery high place 
in my efteem, — bur — 


Mifs MarcumMontm. 
Dear Lady*Betty, what,can [ do >— FT fee you 
= Pa ih a Ns a eg 
are offended with me, —a ait yet — 


ry 


Lady Berry. 

I offended with you, my dear’! —'far from it ; 
Tl commend your refdlution iat aes fince my 
Lord 3 is 0 BOE a man to your talte.: — Offended with 
you! why fheu’d I tale the liberty to be offended 
with you o — A prefumption of that nature — 


¢ 


Mifs MarcuMonrt. 
Indeed, Lady Betty, this affair makes me very 


Lady Berry. 
: cear, you talk very ftrangely ; — fo 
f 
ae 


: forry that Ga have refus’d my Lord 


nay am eae — infinite i pleas’d, — that 1S, 

ip 1 ‘ } 

fince he was not agreeable to you. — Be fatisfied 
gre mh, 


a 
your acceptance of him wou’d have given me no 
pleafure in the world, — I affure you it wou’d’nt ; 
——_on the contrary, as matters are fituated, I 
wou'd’nt fo tas world have you give him. the 


{malleft encouragement. [ Exit. ] 
Mifs N MNobeoee [ alone. | 

I fee fhe’s rary difappointed at my refufal of 

an offer fo highly a my advantage. — I] fee, 

moreover, fhe’s griev’d that his- Lordthip fhould 

meet 


€ 


and 
£ 
Fe 


be 
‘ 
WE ¢n4 


Leiecne, 


2) 
pofite 
1 
i 


O 
r. Cecil! — Mal 


Try 
p 


not confide 


ae 
id 
=) 
PS 
~ cL 
Ty 
y 

J 


I to 
& } 
in de 


5 3 


Vas 10 Z 
i DY Wa 


° 
a 


Tre 
ee 


tO CONViINCce? 


nducét 


iT 


oor iVi 
b 


iA 
Vuen 


* 
ae 
C3 
cm ) 
— 
= 
cs 
© 
c 
lan) 
S 


ut misfortune. 


3 
1c WOU 
We 


zt 
43 
4 


f 
14 
i 


fl, e 
& 4240 


m’d: x 


1 


1e€Nn they are 


} 

Va 

fal 
Je 


p 
i 


ed 


oht 


i 


o me, —and | will nor regard 


5 I 


tho 


7 


certainly to bl 


x 


with my cc 
Vi 


hes, 


f 
i 


er inclination: 


Own Wi 


ny 
to h 


5. FALSE DELICACY: 


a ee aes 


SCENE. an Apartment at Lady Berry's 
Houfe. 


Enter Lady Berry and Mrs, Heriry. 


Lady Betryx. 
HUS far, my dear Emmy, there is @ 
gleam of hope. — She determin’d, pofi- 
tively determin’d, againft my Lord: — And 
even fufpected fo little of my partiality for him, 
that fhe appear’d under the greateft anxiety, left 
i fhou’d be offended with her refufing him: — 
And yet, fhall l own my folly to you ¢ 
Mrs. Haruey.. 
Pray do, my dear;— you'll fcarcely believe 
it, — but I have follies of my own fometimes. 
Lady BeTrry. 
Why you quite furprize me ! 
Mrs. HaRLey. 

"Tis very true for all that. But to your 
bufinefs. 

Lady Berry. 

Why then, greatly as I dreaded her appro- 
bation of the propofal, —I was fecretly hurt at 
her infenfibilicy to the perfonal attractions of his 
Lordfhip. : 

Mrs.. Harvey. 
Idon’t doubt it, my dear. — We think all the 


world fhou’d: love what we are in love with 


eurfelves. 
: Lady 


A CL.OFM aeD* % BS 
Lady Berry. 

Your are right. — And though TI was happy te 
find her refolution fo agreeable to my wifhes, my 
pride was not a little piqu’d to find it poffible for 
ther to refufe aman upon whem [had fo ardently 
plac’d my own affection. — The furprize which 
Jfelt, on this account, threw a warmth into my 
‘expreflions, and made the generous girl appre- 
thenfive that I was offended with her. 


Mrs. HaRLeEY. 


Well, this ‘is a ftrange world we live in. — That 
a woman without a fhiili ling fhou’d refufe an Earl 
with a fihe perfon, and a great eftate, isthe moft 
furprizing affair I ever heard of, — Perhaps, Lady 
Berty, my Lord may take it in his head to go 
sound the family: —If he fhou’d, my turn is 
next, and, I affure you, he fhall meet with a 
very different reception. 


Lady Berry. 
Then you wou'd’nt be cruel, Emmy? 
Mrs. Har Ley. 


Why no! — Not very cruel. —— TI might give 
‘myfelf a few airs at firft. — I might blath a little, 
and look down. — Wonder what “he cou’d find in 
me to attract his attention: — Then pulling up 
my head, with a tofs of difdain, — defire him, .if 
ever he fpoke to me on that fubject again, 


Lady Berry. 


Well? 
Mrs. Hartey. 
To have a licence in his pock et, —~that’s all.— 
I wou’d make fure work of it avonce, and leave it 
‘to your elevated minds to deal in, delicate’ abfur- 
‘dities. — But I have a little anecdote for you, 
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which proves, beyomes a doubt, that 
muchas ever in’ pofleili 
affection. . " 


© 
> 
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ie : LBEy 
Whatiis it, my dear Emmy, ? 


4 
4 


Mrs. TARLEY: 

Why about. an hour ago,” my fe it ‘feems; 
and A Arnold, my Lord’s nah. hada little con- 
is Ria to ae fs 
Marchmiont ; in. which Fabel ip frid, —** Never 

: Viifs NV archmonts, Mrs: Nello (On 3 
ves~ i let if go! no eae 
< Lady Betty ts fill the woman, and a {weet crea- 
' hat? truth ons, but ao litrlé 
loesn’t know hell own mind — 


I'll affure you! — Why Mr. Arnoldiseaiwit. 
Nits. HARLEY. 
Well, but hear him out: — “* Mirs. Nelfon, I 
“ know’ as “much of my Lord’s" mind <asany 


“¢ body ; ict him marry whom, he’ pleafes, he’! 
“* neverybenghtly happy but with: herduadyfhip ; 
“and I’d give a hundred, guineas, with all my 
“© foul, that ic cou’d be a match.” — Thefe Nel- 
fon tells mé were his iy words. — Arnold is an 
intelligent fellow, and much in the confidence of 
his matter. 
Lady Berry: 

Indeed I se thought my Lord -h 1appy in fo 
excellént a fefvant. —-This int ‘elligence ts worth 
aworld, my dear Emmy —— 


Tah lad) he Fa we. 
Enter’ Mifs Mar CuMmMonr. 


es 


eee 
Miifs M., SRCHMONT. 
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I have been looking fi for.yoursLad yfhip. 


A> GoM Ep YI & 
Lady Berry. 


- Have you any thing particular, my dear Hor- 
tenfia? — But why that gloom upon your fea; 
tures? —- What, gives you uneafinefs,. my fweet 
pirl ? Speak, and make me happy by faying i it is 
in my power to oblige you. 


| Mifs M arcHmonr. 
°Tis in your ‘power, my dear Lady Betty, to 
oblige. me higl ly — by forgiving the ungrateful 
difiegard BhiCh I juft now fhew’d to your recom- 
mendation of Lord Winworth. 
Mrs. Har ey. [afde. } i ; 
.. Now will I be hang’d if fhe does not undo every 
thing by a freth ftroke of delicacy. 


pid ews Lady Berry. 
My Seat 
| Mifs itn a bhi ener. 
. And by informing his, Lordfhip that I am ready 
to pay a proper obedience to your commands. 
| Mrs. Harvey. [afide.] | 
O the devil take this elevation of fentiment! 
: Lady. BeTrTy, 
ck properobedience to my. commands, my dear 1 
{ really don’t underftand you. 
Mifs Marcumonr. 


I fee how generoufly you; are concern’d, for. 
fear I fhou’d, upon this occafion, offer violence to 


my inclination: — But, Lady Betty, I fhou’d be: 


infinitely more diftrefs’d..by the {malleft act of 
ingratitude to. you, than by. any other misfor- 
tune. —I am therefore ready, in obedience. to: 


your wifhes, to accept of his Lordfhip ; and if I 


can’t nike him a fond wife, I will, at leaft, 
make him a dutiful one. 


I Mrs, 


eae 
Se eee 


p=. on 


Sree 
eles 
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Mrs. Harury. [afide.] 
Now her delicacy. is willing to be miferable. 
Lady Berry 

How cou’d you ever imagine, my dear Horten- 
fia, that your rejeGion of Lord Winworth cou’d 
poflibly, give me the fmallett offence? — T have a 
great regard for his Lordthip, ’tis true, but Thave a 
great regard for you alfo; and wou’d by no means 
wilh to fee his happinefs promoted at your ex- 
pence; — think of him, therefore, no more, and 
be affur’d you oblige. me in an infinitely higher 
degree by refufing, than accepting him. 

Mifs Marcumonr, 

The more I fee your Ladythin’s tendernefs and 
delicacy, the more I fee it neceflary to give an 
affirmative to Lord Winworth’s propofal, — Your 
generofity muft not get the better of my gratitude, 

Mrs. Harty. 

Did ever two fools plague one another fo hear- 
tily with their delicacy and fentiment ? — { afte. | 
Dear Lady Betty, why don’t you deal candidly with 
her ? —— 


Lady Berry, 


Fier happinefs makes it neceffary now, and’ I 
will, | 


Mrs. Harney. 
Ay, there’s fome fenfe in this, <n 
Lady Berry, 
Your uncommon generofity,, my dear Horten- 
fia, has led you into an error 


Mifs Marcumont, 
Not in the leaft, Lady Betty. 
Lady Betry: 
Still, Hortenfia,” you are running ‘into very 
great miftakes.— My efteem for Lord Winworth, 
let mé now tell you Enter 


Be OO) ME BD XY: 


Enter WINWORTH. 


WiINWORTH. 


Ladies, your moft obedient! — As I enter’d, 
Lady Betty, I heard you pronounce my name: — 
May I prefume to. afk, if you were talking to 
Mifs Marchmont on the bufinefs Ptook the liber. 
ty of communicating to you this morning ? 


Mrs. Haruey. [afde.} 
Ay, now it’s all over I fee. 
Lady Berry. 


Why, to be candid, my Lord, I have men- 
tion’d your propoial 


WiINWORTH. 


‘Well, my. dear Mifs Marchmont, and may I 
flatter. myfelf that Lady Betty’s interpofition will 
induce you to be propitious to my hopes ? — The 
heart now offer’d to you, Madam, is a grateful 
one, and will retain an eternal fenfe of your good- 
nefs. —- Speak, therefore, my dear Mifs March- 
mont, and kindly fay you condefcend to accept ir, 


Mrs. Har Ley, [fade] 


So—here will be a comfortable piece of work,— 
PH e’en retire, and leave them to the conlequences 
of their ridiculous delicacy. [ Exit.J 


Mifs MarcuMonrt. 


I know not what to fay, my Lord, — you have 
honour’d me, gréatly honour’d me—but Lady 
Betty will acquaint you with my determination.—. 


Lady Betry, 


Tacquaint him, my dear—furely you are yourfelf 
the moft proper to—I fhaH run diftraéted—f a/de} 
| 172 Mifs 


60 FALSE DELICACY: 
Kuh Mifs MarcHuMonr. 

Indeed, Madam, I can’t fpeak to his Lordfhip 
on this fubject.. | . , os 
% . Lady Berry. 

And I affure you, Hortenfia, *tis a fubject 
vpon which | donotchufé'to enter, © 


Lord WinworrTu. 

If you had a kind anfwer from Mifs March- 
mont, Lady’ Betty, I amfure you wou’d enter 
upon it readily : But I fee'her reply very clear- 
ly in your reluctance to acquaint me with it.—— 
? Mifs MarcHMontT. S 

Why, Madam, will you force me to —— 


Lady Berry. | 
And why, Hortenfia?—- What am T going te 
fay ? — | afde. | tad fare ch very ; 
“a ~ Lord Winwortu. 


Don’t, my dear Ladies, fuffer me to diftrefs you 
any longer, —to' your friendfhip, Madam, I ami 
as much indebted [addreffing himfelf to Lady Betty] 
as if I had been fuccefsful,—and I fincerely 
wifh Mifs Marchmont that happinefs with a more 
deferving man, which I find it impoffible for her 
to confer on me. Nip so SM On SE 
: Lady Berry. [afde.] Mae, * 


Now I have-fome hope.— 


Milfs) Marcumonr. 
My Lord, Lentreat your ftay.. 
: Lady Beray, 


Don’t call his Lordfhip back, my dear, it will 
have an odd appeafance : 


Enter 
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Enter Lord WInNWORTH. 


Mifs MarcuMont. 

He is come back. — And I muft tell him what 
your unwillingnefs to influence my inclinations, 
makes you decline. ae Ge 
| Lord WinworTu. 

Your commands, Madam. 

Lady Betry. [efide.] 

Now I am undone again ! 

Milfs MaRcCHMONT. . 

I am in fucha fituation, my Lord, that Ican 
fcarcely proceed — Lady Betty is cruelly kind to 
fhe — but as I know her wifhes 
| Lady Berry. 
My withes, Mifs) Marchmont! — indeed, my 
dear, there is fuch a miftake. 

Mifs MarRcHMONT. 

There is no miftaking your Ladythip’s good- 
nefs, you are fearful to direct my refolution, and 
1 fhou’d be unkind to diftrefs your friendfhip any 


longer. 


Lady BeTry. 
You do diftrefs me indeed, Mifs Marchmont. 
[half afide and fighing:| 
Lord WinworrTuH. 
[ am all expectation, Madam! 
Mifs MarcuMonrt. 

I am compell’d by gratitude to both, and from 
affection to-my dearo Lady Bettyj;'to (break 
through the common forms impos’d on our fex, and 
to declare that 1 have no wall but. her Lady fhip’s. 

Lady Berry. 

This is fo provoking. (afide.} 

| Lord 
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Lord Winworru. 

Ten thoufand thanks for this condefcending: 
goodnefs, Madam — a goodnefs which is additi- 
onaily dear to me, as the refult of your determi- 
nation is pronounc’d by your own lips. 

Mifs Marcumonr. | 


Well, Lady Betty, I hope I have anfwer’d your 
wifhes now. 


Lady Betry. 
You cannot conceive how fenfibly I am touch’d 
with your behaviour, my dear. [Lighs.} 


Mifs Marcumonrt. 
You feel too much for me, Lady Betty. ——» 
Lady Berry. 

Why I do feel fomething, my dear — this un- 
expected event has fill’?d my heart— and I am 
a little agitated. — But come, my dear, let us now 
go to the company. 

Mifs MaRcHMONT. 
How generoufly, Madam, do you intereft your- 
felf for my welfare ! 
Lord Winwortu. 
And for the welfare of all her friends: 
Lady Berry. 
Your Lordthip is too good, 
Lord Winworrs. 

But the bufinets of her life is to promote the 
happinefs of others, and the is con{tantly rewarded 
In the exercHfe of her own benignity. 

Lady Berry. 


You can’t imagine how I am rewarded upon the 


ay 


prefent occaiion, I aflure your Lordfhip. - 
{ Exeunt. | 


SCENE 


A CPA) POT 22 BE» ©1)2Y: 6 3 
SCENE the Paddock behind Lady Berty’s 


Gar den. 
Enter Milfs Rivers and Satry. 
SAT LY: 


‘Dear Madam, don’t terrify yourfelf with fuch 
‘@loomy reflexions. 

Mifs. Rivers. 

O, Sally, you can’t conceive my diftrefs in this 
critical fituation. — An elopement, even from a 
tyrannical father, has fomething in it which mutt 
fhock a delicate mind. — But when a woman flies 
from the protection of a parent, who merits the 
utmoit return of her affection, fhe muit be infen- 
fibie indeed, if fhe does not feel the fincereft re- 
egret: — If he fhoud’nt forgive me! — 

SALLY. 

Dear Madam, he mutt forgive you — are’nt you 
his child. — 

Mifs Rivers. 

And therefore I fhoud’at difoblige him, —I 
am half diftraéted, — and { almoft repent the 
promife | gave Sir Harry, --- when I contider how 
nrach my character may be iefieu’d by this ftep, 
and recoilect how it is likely to affect my. untor- 
tunate father, --- 

SALLY. 
But I wonder where Sir Harry can be all this 
time. --- 
Mifs Rivers. 
i wifh he-was come. --- 
ALL, You 
Courage, Madam — I hear him coming. 
Mifs Rivers. 


Tt muft be he, let’s run and meet him. — 
Enter 
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Enter Rivers. Sally forieks and runs off. 
|  Mifs Rivers. 
My father ! 
| Rivne eyo ae ue 
_ Yes, Theodora -—your poor, abandon’d, mi- 
ferable father. 
Mifs Rivers. 
Oh! Sir!}— | 
LYE RSS 
Little, Theodora, did I imagine I fhou’d ever 
have caufe to lament the hour of your birth ; and 
lefs did I imagine, when you arriv’d at an age to 
be perfectly acquainted with your duty, you wou'd 
throwevery fentiment of duty off. —In what, my 
dear, has your unhappy father been culpable, that 
you cannot bear his fociety any longer ?, — What 
has he done to forfeit either your efteem, or your 
affection ? — From the moment of your birth, to 
this unfortunate hour, he has labour’d to promote 
your happinefs. — But how has his folicitude on 
that account been rewarded ?, You now fly from, 
thefe arms, which have cherifh’d you with fo much 
tendernefs ; when gratitude, generofity and na- 
ture, fhould have twin’d me roynd your heart. — . 
} Mifs. Rrvers. 
Dear Sir! 
Rivers. . fee 
Look back, infatuated child, upon my whole. 
conduét fince your approach to maturity : Hav’n’t 
t contracted, my own, enjoyments on purpofe to. 
enlarge yours, and. watched your very, looks to. 
anticipate.,your. inclinations ?, Have, 1, ever, with. 
the obftinacy,-of. other fathers,..been partial in. 
favour of, any, man;ito,.whom. you~ made, the 


flighteft. objection. —- Or have I ever fhewn 
. the 
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the leaft defign of forcing your withes to 
own humour or caprice ? Gn the contra y Nas nt 
the engagement | have enter’d into been carried 
on, icemingly with your own approbation. -— 
And -hav’n ’t you always appear’d reconciid at 
leaft toa marriage with Mr. 


rr 


Miis Rivers, 
I am fo afha aini *d of myfelt ! 
RiveERs. 

Flow then, Theodora, have I merited a tre 
ment of this nature? You have unc ae iding, its 
dear, though you want Hlial affection ; and my 
arguments “mutt have. we ieht with your halons 
however my tranquility, may. be the obje& of you 
contempt. —I lov’d you,’ Theodora, with the warm- 
eft decree, of paternal tendernels, and flat ter'd 
myself, the proofs every. day gave of that tender- 


ne{fs, had made my peace ols mind 2 matter o 
fome importance to my child — Bur, alas! pa ah 

try compliment froma coxcomb uncdees the 
whole labour of my life.;and the dar ug hte whom 
TF looked upon as the fupport of my. declining 


years, betrays me in the unfufpecti: ¢ hour of 


a 
4 
ti 


fecurity, and rewards with her perfon, the affafin 
wno flabs me to the-heart. — 


Mifs Rivers. 
Hear me, dear Sir, hear me — 


Rivers; 


Tdo not come here, “Theodora; fo op your 
fight, or put the asatten impediment i In the way 
of your withes. — Your perfon'is your own, and t 
fcorn to détain even my ‘daviehter by ‘forte, where 
fhe is nor bound+to. me ‘by inélination, aligy fie; 
therefore,” heither- duty “nor dildretion, a recard 
for my peacé, nor a folicitude tor -your.ewn wel- 

| Gir 
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fare, are able to detain you, — go to this man, 
who has taught you to obliterate the fentiments 
of nature, and gain’d a ready way to your heart, 
by expreffing a contempt for your father. — Go 
to him boldly, my child, and laugh at the pangs 
which tear this unhappy bofom. —~ Be uniform- 
ly culpable, nor add the bafenefs of a defpica- 
ble fight to the unpardonable want of a filial 
affection. [ Going} 
Mifs Rivers. 
Iam the moft miferable creature in the: world.— 


Rivers. [ Returns. } 


One thing more, Theodora, — and then fare- 
well forever. — Though: you come here to throw 
off the affection of a child, I will not quit this 
place, before I difcharge the duty of a parent, 
even to a romantic extravagance, and provide for 
your welfare, while you plunge me into the moft 
poignant of all diftreis. — In the: doating hours 
of paternal blandifhment, Ihave often ‘promis’d 
you a fortune of twenty thoufand pounds, when- 
ever you chane’d your fituation. — This promife 
was indeed made, when I thought you incapable 
either of ingratitude, or ‘difiimulation, — and 
when I fancied your perfon wou’d be given, where 
there was fonté reafonable profpect of your hap- 
pinefs. —- But ftill ic was a promife, and fhall be 
taithtully difcharg’d. — Here then, in this pocket- 
book, are notes for that fum. [Milfs Rivers /bews an 
unwillingne/s to receivethe pocket-book, |-—"take it— 
but never fee me more. — Banifh my name eter- 
nally from your remembrance;— and when alittle 
time fhall remove me froma world, which your 
conduét has. rendered infupportable, boaft an 
additional title, my dear, to your hufband’s re- 
oard, by having fhor 


ten’d. the life of your mi- 
ierable father. — [ Exit, } 


Ae OL ME ae DA 


Enter SALLY. 
SALLY. 
What, Madam, is he gone? 


Milfs Rivers. 

How cou’d I be fuch a monfter — fuch an 
unnatural monfter, as ever to think of leaving 
him. — But come, Sally, let us go into the houtfe.-- 

SALLY. 

Go into the houfe, Madam! — Why are’nt we 

to go off with Sir Harry ? — 
Mifs Rivers. 


This infenfible creature has been my confident 
too! — OI hall eternally deteft mytelf. — 


Enter Sit Harry and Ceci. 
Sir Harry. 

I beg a thoufand pardons, my dear Mifs Rivers, 
for detaining you.—- An unforefeen accident 
prevented me from being punctual ; — but the 
carriage is now ready, and a few hours will whirl 
us to the fummit of felicity. — My coufin Cecil 
is kindly here to affift us — and — 

Mifs Rivers. 
Sir Harry, I can never forfake my father. — 
Sir Harry. 
Madam ! 
Mifs Rivers. 


By fome accident he difcover’d our defign, 
and came to this fpot, while 1 was trembling 
with expectation of your appearance. — 

Sir Harry, 


Well, my dear creature ? — . 
K 2 : Mis 


: 
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Mifs River 
Here, in a melancholy aa refolute voice, he 
expatiated on the infamy of my intended flight, 
a mention’d my want of affection for rer in 
terms that pe "d my very foul: — oa done 
this, he took.an abrupt leave, anid,’ {corning to 
detain me :by fo ree, forfook me .to: the courte of 
my own inclinations. 
Sir Harry. 
l, my angel, and fince he has left you to 
follow your own inclinations, you. will not; furely, 
hefitate to — 
Vifs RIVERS. : 
bey Ha rry, unloofe my hand ; —the univerfé 
ou’d’nt bribe me now to 20 off with you. —- O, 
sir Harry! if you regarded: your own peace, you 
woud ceafe this i importunity ; — for is it poflible 
that a. woman can make a valuable wife, who has 
prov’d an unnatural daughter ? 
Sir Harpy. 
But confider your own happinefs, my dear Mis 
Rivers — 
Mifs Rivers. 
My own happinefs, Sir Harry! — What a 
wretch muft the woman be, who can dream of 
happinefs, while fhe wounds the bofom of a father! — 


CEcrye 
What a noble girl! —T fhali love her myfelf for 
her fenfe and he r goodnefs. 


SALLY, @fide,-toy Sit HARRY. 
ie won’t confent, 1] know, Sir Harry, — fo, 
it ach is at hand, it will be the beft way to 
ca af her lol directly. 
Sir HARRY. 
Then, my dear Mifs Rivers, there is no hope. — 


Mifs 
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Milfs Rivers. 
Sir Harry, I muft not hear you. — This parting 
isa kind of death 


Sir Harry. 

Part, Madam! — by all that’s gracious we 
muft not part. —- My whole foul is unalterably 
fix’d upon you, — and fince —— neither tender- 
nefs for yourfelf, nor affection for me, perfuade you 
to the only meafure which can promote our mu- 
tual felicity, you muft forgive the defpair that 
forces you from hence, and commits a momenta- 
ry difrefpeét to avoid a lafting unhappinefs. 


Mifs Rivers. 
Hear me, Sir Harry — I conjure you hear me! 


Sir Harry. 

Let me but remove you from this place, 
Madam, and J’ll hear every thing. — Cecil, affift 
me. 

Mifs Rivers. 
O, Mr. Cecil, I rely upon your honour to fave 
and protect me ! 

; CECLL. 

And it fhall, Madam. — For fhame, kinfman, 
unhand the Lady ! 

Sir Harry. 
Unhand her, what do you mean, Cecil ? 


CEc te. 


What do I mean, I mean to protect the Lady. 
~~ What fhow’d aman of honour mean ? 


Mifs Rivers, breaking from Sir Harry. 


Dear Mr. Cecil, don’t let him follow me 
[She runs off.] 


SALLY. 
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SALLY, following. 
Pll give her warning: this moment, that’s the 
fhort and the long 5a If. [ Exee. | 
Sir Harry. 
he is. no time for trifling, — Did’nt 
eto affift me in carrying the Lady 


Mr. eae 
rou come 


€j ott uP 


wy 
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CECEL. . 
avi her own inclinations, kinfman; — but as 
ey are now on the other fide of the queftion, 
& am |.too,.-—~ You muft not.follow her, Sir 


DPW pened 
wi Kita bY 
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Sir Harry. 
Zounds. ! but I will! 


JON ROM HS 

Zounds! but you fhan’t. — Look’ye, Harry, 
I.came here to affift the purpofes of a man of 
honour, not. to abet the violence of a ruffian ; — 
your fri ends of the world, your fafhionable friends, 
may, if they pleafe, fupport one another’s vices ; 
but I am a friend only to the virtues of a man ; 
and aie I Meh efteenmr him, 1 always cia: 
vour to make him honeft in fpite of his teeth, 


SirLFLarer y. 
An injury like this !— 
wea 
Harry !|.—- Harry !— don’t advance: — I am 
notto ae errified, gic know, from the fupport 
what is juft; — and, though you may think 
scuba brave to fight im: the hereries of a bad 
action, it.will do but little credit either to your 
underftanding or your humanity. 
Sir Harry. 
Dear Cecil, there’s no an{wering that. — Your 


sult ce and your geherofity over power me; — 


You 
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You have reftor’d me to myfelf. — It was mean» 
it was unmanly, it was infamous to think of ufing 
force. — But I was diftracted ; — nay, I am dif- 
tracted now, and muft entirely rely upon your 
affiftance to recover her. 

Ceci. 

As far as I can act with honefty, Harry, you 
may depend upon me ; — but let me have no 
more violence, I beg of you. 

Str FRPar Rv. 
Don’t mention it, Cecil, — I am_ heartily 
afham’d — 
Crets.. 
And Iam heartily glad of it. — 
Sir Harry. 

Pray Jet us go to my houfe and confult a little. 

— What a contemptible figure do I make! — 
CE Cid 

Why, pretty well, I think ; but to be. leis fo, 

put up your fword, Harry — 
Sir Harry. 
She never can forgive me. 


Cain: 

If the does, fhe will fcarcely deferve to be 
forgiven herfelf. 

Sir Harry. 

Don’t, Cecil; ’tis ungenerous to be fo hard 
upon me. ——I own my faults, and you fhould 
encourage me, for every coxcomb has not fo much 
modeity. 

@EcIL. 

Why, fo I will, Harry ; for m rdefty, I-fee, as 

yet, fits upon you but very aukwardly. [ Exeunt. | 


End of the fourth Act. 
AGT 
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Ave Soy. ak ee 


SCENE an Apartment at Lady BerTy’s. 


Enter Rivers and Stpney. 


SIDNEY. 
AM deeply fenfible of Mifs Rivers’s very 
ereat merit, Sir; — but — 
RiveERs. 
But what, Sir, — 


SIDNEY. 
Hear me with temper, I befeech you, Colonel, 
Rivers. 

Hear you with temper: — Tf don’t know whe- 
ther I fhall be able to hear you with temper ; — 
but goon, Sir. — 

SIDNEY. 

Mifs Rivers, independent of her very affluent 
fortune, Colonel, has beauty and merit which 
would make her alliance a very great honouf to 
the firft family in the kingdom. — But, notwith- 
ftanding my admiration of her beauty, and my 
reverence for her merit, I find it utterly impofiible 
to profit either by her goodnefs, or your generofity. 


RIVERS. 

How is all this, Sir! do you decline a mar- 

nage with my daughter ? 
SIDNEY. 

A marriage with Mifs Rivers; Sir, was once 
the object’ of my  higheft ambition, and, had 
i been honour’d with her hand; I’ fhou’d have 
ftudied to fhew my” fénfibility of °a° biefing fo 
invaluable 3 — but, at rhat time, ¥ did not fup- 


pote 


elgg he Ep vo tS 


> 
fay 


pofe my happinefs to be incompatible with her's. 

~— Jam now convihe’d that is fo, and it becomes 

me much better to give up my own hopes, than 

to offer the fmaileft violence to her inclinations. 
RIVERS, 

Death and hell, Sir! — what do you mean by 
this behaviour ? — Shall I prefer your alliance to 
any man’s in England ?— Shall my daughter 
even exprefs a réadinefs to marry you ? — And 
fhall you, afterthis, iniolently tell me you don’t 
choole to accept her ? — 

SIDNEY. 

Dear Colonel, you totally mifeonceive my mo- 
tive, and, I am fure, upon reflegion, you will 
rather approve than condemn it.— A man of 
common humanity; Sir, in a treaty of marriagé, 
fhould confult the lady’s wifhes as well as his own ; 
and, if he can’t make her happy, he will {corn to 
inake her miferable. 

Rivers. 

Scorn to make her miferable ! — why the fel- 
low’s mad, I believe. — Does’nt the girl abfolute- 
ly confent to have you ? — Would you have her 
drag you tothe altar by force ?— Would you 
have her fall at your feet, and beg of you, with 
tears, to pity one of the fineft women, with oné 
of the bett fortunes, in England ¢ 

SIDNEY. 

Your veliemence, Sir, prevents you from con- 
fidering this matter in a proper hight. — Mifs 
Rivers is fufficiently. unhappy in lofing the man 
of her heart ; but her diftrefs mutt be greatly ag- 

ravated, if, in the moment fhe is moft keenly 
fenfible of this lofs, fhe is compell’d to marry an- 
ether. — Befides, Colonel, I muft have my feel- 
ings 
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ings too.— There is fomething fhocking in a 
union with a woman whofe affections we know to 
be alienated ; and ’tis difficult to fay which is moft 
entitled to contempt, he that ftoops to accept of 
a pre-engaged mind, or he that puts up with a 
proftituted perfon. 

RIVERS. 

Mighty well, Sir, — mighty wells but let me 
tell you, Mr. Sidney, — that under this fpe- 
cious appearance of generofity I can eafily fee 
your motive for this refufal of my daughter, — 
let me tell you I can eafily fee your motive, Sir, 
— and, let me tell you, that the perfon who is in 
pofleffion of your affections, fhall no longer find 
an afylum in this houfe. 

SIDNEY. 

Colonel, if I had not been always accuftom’d 
to refpect you, — and if I did not even confi- 
der this infult as a kind of compliment, I don’t 
know how I fhould put up with it: as to your 
infinuation, you muft be» more explicit before 
Ican underftand you. 

RIvers.” 

Mifs Marchmont, — Sir. — Do you underftand 
me now, Sir? If Mifs Marchmont had ‘not been 
in the cafe, my daughter had not receiv’d this in- 
fult. — Sic Harry was right ; and had not I been 
ridiculoufly belotted with your hypocritical plau- 
ibility, I might have feen it fooner; but your cou- 
fin fhall know of your behaviour, and then, Sir, 
you fhall anfwer me as aman. 


SIDNEY. 


Mifs Marchmont, Colonel, is greatly above 
this illiberal reflexion ; as for myfelf, I fhall be 


always ready to juftify an a€tion’ which I know to 


be 
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be right, though I fhould be forry ever to meet 
you but in the character of a friend. [ Exit. | 


Rivers, [alone] 

Well ! —-well ! — well! — but it doesn’t fig- 
nify, — it doesn’t fignify, — it doesn’t fignify. — 
I won’t put mytfelf in a paffion about it, I won’e 
put myfelf in a paffion about it, I'll tear the fel- 
low piece-meal. — Zounds ! I don’t know what 


"ll do, [Exit.] 


Enter Mrs. Hartey and CEctIt. 
CECIL. 
Why this is better and better. 


Mrs. HaRvey. 

What a violent pafficn he’s in. 

CoE Cite 

This is the very thing I could wifh — ’twill ad- 
vance a principal part of our project rarely .— 
Well is’nt Sidney a noble young fellow, and does’nt 
he richly deferve the regard which my poor little 
girl entertains for hime 

Mrs. Haruey. 

Why really I think he does — but how fecret- 
ly my Lady Sentimental carried matters—O I 
always jaid that your grave,‘refiecting, moralizing 
damfels, were a thoufand times more fufcept- 
ible of tender impreffions than thofe lively open 
hearted girls who talk away at random, and feem 
ready to run off with every man that happens to 
fall into their company. 

CECLL. 

I don’t know, widow, but there.may be fome 
truth in this, you fee at leaft I have fuch. a good 
apinion of a madcap, that you are the firit per- 
fon I have made acquainted with the fecret. 


; ae Mrs. 
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Mrs. HaRLey. 
Well, and hay’nt J return’d the compliment, 
ky letting you into my defign about Lady Betty 
and Lord Winworth? | 


CE CLI. 

What a ridiculous buftle is there here about de- 
licacy and ftuff—your people of refin’d fentiments 
are the meft troublefome creatures in the world to 
deal with, and their friends muft even commit 
a violence upon their nicety before they can con- 
defcend to ftudy their own happinels: — But 
have you done as we concerted? — 

Mrs. HaRLeyY. 

Yes, I have pretended to Lady Betty that my 
Lord defires to {peak with her privately on bufi- 
nefs of the utmoft importance; and I have told 
his Lordfhip that fhe wants to fee him, to difclofe 
a fecret that muft intirely break off the intended 
marriage with Mifs Marchmont., 

CECIE. 

What an aukward fieure they muft make, each 
imagining that the other has~ defir’d the inter- 
view — and expecting every moment to be told 
fomething of confequence—— but you have not 
eiven. either the leaft hint of Hortenfia’s fecret 
i 


a 
2 


n¢lination for Sidney ? 
Mrs. Hareey. 
How could you poffibly fuppofe fuch a thing? 
Cercie, 

Well, well, to your part of the bufinefs then, 
while I find out the Colonel, and try what I can 
do with him for my rattle-pated Sir Harry. 

Mrs. HARLEY. 
O never doubt my affiduity in an affair of this 


nature. [ Exeunt. | 


Enter 
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Enter Lady Betty, in another Apartment. 

Lady Berry. 

What-can he want with me, I wonder ?—Speak 
with me again in private, and upon bufinefs of 
the utmoft importance! he has fpoken {ufficient- 
ly to me already upon his bufinefs of importance 
to make me miferable for ever. — But the fault 
is my own, and 1 have nobody to blame but my- 
felf, — Blefs me here he is. 

Enter WINWORTH. 
WiNnwoORTH. 
Madam your moft devoted, I come in obedi- 
ence to your commands to—— 
Lady Berry. 
My commands, my Lord ? 
WINWORTH. 

Yes, Madam, your meflage has alarm’d me 
prodigioufly —and you cannot wonder if 1 am 
a little impatient for an explanation. 

Lady Berry. 

Impatient for an explanation, my Lord. 

| WiINWORTH. 

Yes, Madam, the affair is of the neareft con- 
cern to my happinefs, and the fooner you honour 
me with— 

Lady Betry. 

Honour you, with what, my Lord? 

W InWORTH. 

My dear Lady Betty, this referve is unkind, 
efpecially as you know how uneafy I muft be 
*cill I hear from yourfelf — , sidan 

Lady Bertry. 

Really, my Lord, I am quite aftonifh’d = un- 
eafy till you hear from myfelf —impatient for an 
explanation — I beg your Lordfhip will tell me 
what is the meaning of all this? = “WinwoRTH. 
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WiInworTn. 
Surely, Madam, you cannot fo fuddenly change 
your kind intentions — 
Lady Berry. 
My kind intentions, my Lord! 
WINWORTH. 
Ewould not, Madam, be too prefuming, but, 


2s | know your Ladyfhip’s goodnefs, I flatter my- 
felf that 


78 


Lady Berry. | 

Your Lordfhip 1s all a myftery—I beg you will 
fpeak out --- for upon my word I don’t under- 
ftand thefe half fentences, —— 

WIN WORTH. 
Why, Madam, Mrs. Harley has told me, 
Lady Berry, [with eagernefs.] 
What has fhe told you, my Lord? 
Winworru. 

She has told me of the fecret, Madam, which you 
have to difclofe, that muft entirely break off my 
marriage with Mifs Marchmont. 

Lady Berry. 
Has fhe then betray’d my weaknefs? — 
WINWORTH. 

Madam, I hope you won’t think your generaus 

intentions in my favour a weaknefs, for be aflur’d 


that the ftudy of my whole life — 


Lady Berry. 

I did not think that Mrs. Harley-could be ca- 
pable of fuch an action ; — but fince the has told 
you of. the only circumftance which I ever wifh’d 
to be*conceal’d, I cannot deny my partiality for 
your Lordfhip. | ie 

WInwortThH. 
* Madam — Lady 
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Lady Betry. 

This fecret. was trufted with her, and. her alone ; 
but though fhe has ungeneroufly difcover’d it, her 
end will ftill be difappointed. I acknowledge 
that [ prize your Lordfhip above all the world ; 
— but even to obtain. you I will not be guilty of a 
bafenefs, nor promote my own happinefs by any 
act of injuftice to Mifs Marchmont. 


WiINWORTH, 

I am the moft unfortunate man in the world ; 
—— and does your Ladyship really honour me with 
any degree of a tender partiality ¢ 

Lady Berry. 

This queftion is needlefs, my Lord, after what 

Mrs. Harley has acquainted you with. 
WIN WORTH. 

Mrs. Harley, Madam, has not acquainted me 

with particulars of any nature --- 
Lady Berry. 

No ! 

WINWORTH. 

No. --- And happy as this difcovery would have 
made me at any other time, it now diftrefles me be- 
yond expreffion, fince the engagements I have juft 
enter’d into with Mifs Marehmont put it wholly 
out of my power to receive any benefit from the 
knowledge of your fentiments. — O, Lady Betty, 
had you been generoufly candid when I {folicited 
the bleffing of your hand, how much had been 
indebted to your goodnefs;; but now, think what 
my fituation is, when, in the moment I am fenfible 
of your regard, I. muft give you up for ever. 


Enter Czcit and Mrs. Harvey from oppofite Places. 


Mrs. Harvey, [repeating ludicroufly. ] 
<<‘ Who can behold fuch beauty and be filent ! 
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FALSE DELICACY: 
Crciz, [2 the fame accent.) 
&¢ Defire firft taught us words, — 
| Mis. Hlariey. 7 
«¢ Man, when created, wander’d up and down; 
CECIL. 
«: Forlorn and filent as his vaffal beafts ; 
Mrs. Har rey. 
*¢ But when a heav’n-born maid like you ap- 
pear’d, 
CEcIL. 
‘< Strange pleafure fill’d his eyes, and feiz’d his- 
heart, 
Mrs, HARLEY. 
<¢ Unloos’d his tongue, 
CEcrL. 
«¢ And his firft talk was love.” [ Botb,,ha! ha! ha!] 
WINWORTH. 
Pray, Mr. Cecil, what is the meaning of this 


whimfical behaviour ? : 


Lady Berry. 
The nature of this conduét, Mrs. Harley, bears 


too ftrong a refemblance to a late difingenity, fer 
AMeto wonder at. : 


Mrs, Flaruey. 
What difingenuity, my dear ? 
Lady Berry. 


Why, pray, Madam, what feeret had I te 


difclofe to his Lordfhip ? 


“ 


Mrs. Harney. | 
The fecret which you have difclos’d; my dear,~ 
‘ { courtfeying. | 
a Lo) a BELL 
Lbeg, my Lord, that we may’nt interrupt your 


heroics, “ whén, inthe moment-you are fenfible 


6% of 
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& of her regard, — you muft give her up fot 
“« ever.” — A very moving {fpeech, Mrs. Harley, 
J am fure it almoft makes me cry to repeat It. 
WiINWORTH, 
Mr. Cecil, liftening is — 
Mrs. Harvey. 
Waat are we going to have a quarrel? — 
| Ceci, | , 

O, yes! your lover is a mere nobody without 
a little bloodfhed, two or three duels give a won- 
derful addition to his character. 

Lady Berry. 

Why; what is the meaning of all this ? 

| CECIL: 

You fhall know in a moment, Madam, — fo 
walk in, good people, —walk in, and fee the 
moft furprifing pair of true lovers, who have too 
much fenfe to be wife, and too much delicacy to 


be happy. | 
Mrs. Harvey: 


Walk in; — walk in. 


Enter Rivers, Mifs River's, Mifs Marcné 
MONT, Sir Harry, and SIDNEY, 


Lady Berry. 
O; Emmy ! is this behaving like a friénd ? 


Mrs. Har tey. 
Yes, and like a true friend, as you fhall fee 
prefently. — 
Rivers. 
My Lord, I.give you joy, joy heartily. — We 
have been pofted for fome time under the direc- 
tion of Marfhal Cecil, and General Harley; in the 


next room, who have acquainted us with every: 


thing 5 
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thing ; and I feel the fincereft fatisfaGion to think 
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the perplexities of to-day have fo fortunate a con- 
clufion. 
“WIN WORTH. 
The perplexities of to-day are not yet con- 
cluded, Colonel. 


Mifs MaRrcHMonT. 
_O, Lady, Betty, why. wou’dn’r you truft me 
with your fecret ? IT have been the ianocént caufe 

g éat uneafinefs to you, aid yet my condué en- 
tirely proceeded from the oreatiels of my affeion, 

Lady BetTry 

I know it, my dear, — I know it well ;— buc 
were you to give up Lord Winworth this mo- 
ment-— be affur’d that I wow’dn’t accept of “any 
facrifice made at the expence of your happineds. 

CrcIt. 

At the Expence of her happinefs ! — O, is that 
all ? —Come here mafter Soberfides [to Sidney] 
and come here; Madam Gravity {to Mifs March- 
mont] come here, | fay, — 1 fuppofe, my Lord, 
I fuppofe, Lady Betty, that you already know 
from what very manly motives—Sidney, here, has 
declin’d the marriage with Milfs Rivers? 


WIN WORTH. 
‘Tido, and though I lament:the impoffibility of 
a relation to the Colonel’s family, I cannot but ad- 
aire his behaviour on that occafion.. 
‘Lady Berry. 
And I think it extremely generous. 
Mrs. FLaARuey. 
Come, Cecil, ftand-by-a little, you fhan’t have 
the whole management of this difcovery. 
“Creer. 


id you ever fee fuch a woman ! Mrs. 
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“Mrs. HARLEY. 
Well, my Lord and Lady Betty, fance we have 
agreed thus far, you muft know that Mr. Sidney’s 
behaviour has produc’d more good confequences 
than you can imagine. — In the firft place it has 
enabled Colonel Rivers, without a breach of his 
word, — | Y | 
| CECIE. 
To give his daughter to my foolifh kin{fman. 
Mrs. Har LeyY. ! 
You won’t hold your tongue, 
CECIL. 
And, in the next place, it has enabled Mr, 
Sidney — 
Mrs. HARLEY. 
To marry Mifs Marchmont. 
? CH ERT. 
Ay, fhe will have the laft word. — For it fees 
that between thefe two turtles there has long {ube 


fitted — 
Mrs. Haruety. 


A very tender affection, — 


CECIL. 
The devil’s in her tongue, — fhe has the fpeed 
of me. | 


’ 


WiINWORTH. 
What an unexpected felicity ¢ 
Lady BeTry. 


2 am all amazement! 
RIVERS. 

Well, well, my dear fifter,--no wondering about 
it, —at a more convenient time you fhall know 
particulars ; for the prefent ley me tell you, that 
now I am cool, and that matters have been pro- 

M 2 perly 
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perly explain’d to me, Iam not only fatisfied but 
charm’d with Mr. Sidney’s behaviour, though 
it has prevented the firft with of my heart; and 
T hope that his Lordfhip and you, by confent- 
ing to his marriage with lis Marchmont, will im- 
mediately remove every impediment in the way of 
your own happinefs. 
WiInworrH. 

If my own happinefs was not to be promoted by 
fuch a ftep, I fhou’d inftantly give my confent ; 
---and therefore, my dear Mifs Marchmont, if I 
have Lady Betty’s approbation, and your own con- 
currence, I here beftow this hand upon as deferv- 
ing a young man as any inthe univerfe. --- This 
is the only attonement I can make for the uneafi- 
nefs I have given you ; and if your happinefs is any 
way proportion’d to your merit, I need not wifh 
you a greater fhare of felicity. is < 

: SIDNEY. 


What fhall I fay, my Lord ? 


Win WORTH. 

Say nothing, Charles, for if you only knew how 
exquifite a fatisfaction I receive. on this occafion, 
you wou’d rather envy my feelings than think 
yourfelf under an obligation; --- and now, my 
dear Lady Betty, if I might prefume--- ~ 


Lady Berry. 

That I may not be cenfur’d any longer, I here 
declare my hand your Lordfhip’s, whenever you 
think proper to demand it; for 1 am now con- 
vine’d the greateft proof which a woman can give 
of her own worth, is to entertain an affection fo 
a man of honour and underftanding, | 


WiINWORTH. 
This’ goodnefs, Madam, is tao great for ac- 
knowledgment. hety 


Lady 
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Lady Berry. 

And now, my dear Theodora, let me con- 
gratulate with you: I rejoice that your inclinations 
are con{ulted im the moft important circumitance 
of your life; and 1 am fure Sir Harry will nog 
be wanting in. gratitude for the partiality which 
you have fhewn in his favour. 

Mifs Rivers. 
Dear Madam, you oblige me infinitely. 
Sir Harry. 

And as for me, Lady Betty, it is fo much my 
inclination to deferve the partiality with which 
Mifs Rivers has honour’d me, as well as to repay 
the goodnefs of her family, that I fhall have little 
merit in my gratitude to either; I have been 
wild, I have been inconfiderate, but I hope I 
never was defpicable; and I flatter myfelf I fhan’t 
he wanting in acknowledgment only to thofe, who 
have laid me under the greateft of all obligations. 

RIVERS. 

Sir Harry, fay no more: — My girl's repent- 
ance has been fo noble, your Coufin Cecil’s be- 
haviour has been fo generous, and 1 believe you, 
after all, to be a man of fuch principle ; — that, 
next to Sidney, I don’t know who I fhou’d preter 
to you for a fon-in-law. — But you muft think a 
little for the future, and remember that it isva 
poor excule for playing the fool, to be poffefs’d of 
a good underftanding. 


WINWORTH. : 
Well, there feems but one thing remaining 
undone: — TI jult now took the liberty of exer- 
cifing a father's right over Mifs Marchmont, by 
difpofing of her hand, ’us now necefiary for me— 


Cron. 
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CEcIL. 

Hold, my Lord — 1 guefs what you are about, 
but you fhan’t monopolize generofity, I affure 
you: —I have a right to fhew my friendthip as 
well as your Lordfhip; fo, after your kinfman’s 
matriage, whatever you have a mind todo for 
him fhali be equall’d, on my part, for Mifs 
Marchmont; guinea for guinea, as far as you 
will, and let’s tee-who tires firft in going through 
With it. 

WINWORTH. 
A noble challenge, and I accept it. 


fiom! 


Lady Berry. 

No, there’s no bearing this 
Mifs Marcumonr, 

Speak to them, Mr. Sidney, for I cannot 


SIDNEY, 
I wifh I had words to declare my fenfe of this 
goodnefs. | 
. Rivers. 

I did’nt look upon myfelf as a very pitiful 
fellow; bur I am ftrangely funk in my Own opi- 
nion, fince I have been a witnefs of this tranfa@tion. 

| CECIL, 

Why, what the devil is there in all this to won- 
der at? People of fortune often throw away 
thoufands at the hazard table to make themfelves 
miferable, and nobody ever accufes them of ge- 
nerofity, 


WINWORTH. 


Mr. Cecil is perfeétly right ; and he is the beft 
manager of a fortune, who is moft attentive to the 
Wants of the delerving, 


Mrs. 


Mrs. Har ey. 

Why now all is as it fhou’d be — all is as it 
fhou’d be --- this is the triumph of good fenfe over 
delicacy. —I1 cou’d cry for downright joy: —1 
wonder what ails me -+- this is all my doing ! 

C&C LL. 

No, — patt of it is mine, — and T think 1 
tremely happy for your people of refin’d fenti- 
ments to have friends with a little common under- 
ftanding. 

ws 
RIVERS. 
Sifter, I always thought you a woman of fenfe.-- 
Mrs Harvey. 

Yes; fhe has been a long time intimate with me 
you know. 

Crcit. 

Well faid, fauce-box. 

Sir HARRY. 

If this ftory was to be reprefented on the ftage, 
the poet wou’d think it his duty to punifh me for 
life, becaufe I was once culpable. 

W inworTs. 

Thatiwou’d-be very wrong. The ftage fhou’d 
be a fchool of morality; and the nobleft of all 
jeffons is the forgivenets of injuries. 

RIVERS. 

True, my. Lord. — But the principal moral to 
be drawn from the tranfactions of to-day is, that 
thofe-who generoufly labour for the happinefs of 
others, will, fooner or later, ‘arrive at happineis 
themielves. 
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FRPiLtLocg U'™ 
Written by Davin Garrick, Ef. 
Spoken by Mrs. i(DuA N C.Bok 


HEWN «with the comic mufe a bard hath dealing, 

L The traffic thrives, when there's a mutual feeling ¢ 
“i Our author boafts, that well he chofe his plan, 
Falfe Modelty !— Him/elf, an Irifhman. 

As Pm a woman, somewhat prone to jatire; 

Pil prove it alla bull, what he calls nature 5 

And you, Pm fure, will join before you go, 

Fo maul Falfe Modefty, — from Dublin bo £ 

Where are thefe Lady Lambtons ¢o be found ? 

Not in thefe viper times, on Englifh ground. 

Among the various flowers, which sweetly blows 

Fo charm the eyes, at Almack’s and Soho, 

Pray does that weed, Falfe Delicacy, grow ? 

O, No. ; 

Bnong the fair of fafhion ; common breeding; 

ds there one bofom, woere love lies a bleeding ? 

In olden times your grannams unrepyd, ? 


Ty’d us the tongue, put padlocks on the mind 3 

©, Ladies, thank your fars, there’s nothing nows confin’d. 
In love you Englifh Men, — there’s no concealing, , 

Are mofi, like Winworth, /imple inyour dealing ; 

But Britons, ia their natures, as their names, 

Are different as the Shanon, Tweed, and Thames. 

As the Tweed flows, the douny Scot proceeds, 

Wunds flaw, and fure, and nae obfiruttion heeds 3 
Though oft repuls’dy his purpose fill hauds faft, . 

Siecks like a burr, and wuns the Lafs at laft. 
Fhe Shannon, rough and vigorous, pours alongs 
Like the bold accents of brave Paddy’s tongue $ 
Arrab, dear creature— can you feorn me fa? 

Gaft your frveet eyes upon me, top and toe ! 
Not fancy me ? — Pooh ! — that’s all game and laughters 
Fi: ff marry me, my jeurl — ba ! — you Ui love me after. 
Like his own Thames, honef John Trot, their brother, 
More quick than one, and much lefs bold than t’other, 
Gentle not dull, bis loving arms will fpread ; 

But fopt — in willows hides bis bafbful head 5 

fohn leaves his home, refolv’d to tell his pain; 

Hefitates — | — love — fye, Sir — ’tis in vain, — 
john blufbes, turns him round, and whifiles home again. 
Well ! is my painting like ? — Or do you doubt it ? — 
What fay you to atrial? — let's about it. ~ 

Let Cupid lead three Britons 40 the field, 
And try which firft can make a damfel yield ; 

What fay you to.a widaw ? — Smile confenty 
And foe ll be ready for experiment. 


